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FA  RINQDO  N 


FARINGDON     HILL. 


P  O         E 


IN     TWO      BOOKS, 


^"IRST    PRINTED    IN    THE    YEAR'  I774. 


FIES    NOBILIUM    TU    QUO QUE    MONTIUM. 


VOL.    II. 


Faringdon  Hi  l-l3  Jo  called  from  the  neigh- 
louring  town,,  is  an  eminence  rijing  eaftly  from  the 
vale  of  White  Horfe ;  the  whole  of  which  it  com- 
wands,  as  well  as  an  extenfve  profpeB  over  <part  of 
Berkfiire,  Oxford/Jure,  Glocef  erf  lire,  and  Wilt/Jure, 
It  has  a  fmall  grove  on  the  top,  which  is  a  noted 
land-mark^  being  fe en  at  a  great  difiance  every  way. 


FARINGDON     HILL. 


BOOK     I. 

\T  O  W  with  meridian  force  the  orb  of  day 

Pours  on  our  throbbing  heads  his  fultry  ray ; 
O'er  the  wide  concave  of  the  blue  ferene 
No  fleecy  cloud  or  vapory  mi  ft  is  feen ; 
The  panting  flocks  and  herds,  at  eafe  reclin'd, 
Catch  the  faint  eddies  of  the  flitting  wind; 
To  filence  hufh'd  is  every  rural  found ; 
And  noontide  fpreads  a  folemn  ftillnefs  round : 
Belike  our  languid  limbs  would  now  forfake 
The  open  meadow,  and  the  tangled  brake  j 

B  s  Here 
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Here  Sol  intenfely  glows,  and  there  the  trees 
Mix  their  thick  foliage,  and  exclude  the  breeze.— 
Come  let  us  quit  thefe  fcenes,  and  climb  yon  brow, 
Yon  airy  fummit  where  the  Zephyrs  blow; 
While  waving  o'er  our  heads  the  welcome  made, 
Shuts  out  the  funbeams  from  the  upland. glade: 
No  fleep  afcent  we  fcale  with  feverifh  toil, 
No  rocks  alarm  us,  and  no  mountains  foil ; 
But  as  we  gently  tread  the  rifing  green, 
Large,  and  more  large  extends  the  fpacious  fcene  \ 
Till  on  the  verdant  top  our  labour  crown'd, 
The  wide  Horizon- is  our  only  bound. 

What  various  objects  fcatter'd  round  us  lie, 
And  charm  on  every  fide  the  curious  eye  !— 
Amidil  fuch  ample  (tores,  how  mall  the  Muse 
Know  where  to    turn    her  fight,    and  which  to 

choole  ?— 

Here 
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Here  lofty  mountains  lift  their  azure  heads ; 
There  it's  green  lap  the  graffy  meadow  fpreads ; 
Enclofures  here  the  fylvan  fcene  divide; 
There  plains  extended  fpread  their  harvefts  wide ; 
Here    oaks,    their   mofiy  limbs  wide  ftretching, 

meet 
And  form  impervious  thickets  at  our  feet  5 
Through  aromatic  heaps  of  ripening  hay, 
There  filver  Is  is  wins  her  winding  way; 
And  many  a  tower,  and  many  a  fpire  between, 
Shoots  from  the  groves,  and  cheers  the  rural  fcene. 

Still  as  I  look,  frem  objecls  feem  to  rife ; 
And  lovelier  piclures  ftrike  my  raptur'd  eyes, 
As  young  remembrance  paints  each  fylvan  glade, 
Where  full  of  glee  my  carelefs  childhood  ftrav'd. 
Though  other  hills  perhaps  as  large  a  field 
To  warm  defcription's  fairy  powers  may  yields 

B  3  As 
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As  rich  a  profpecl  to  the  fight  difplay, 
O'er  meads  as  verdant,  and  o'er  plains  as  gay; 
Yet,  when  in  Memory's  fond  mirror  fhewn, 
The  country  fmiles  with  beauties  not  it's  own; 
Her  fair  reflection  new  delight  fupplies, 
And  every  floweret  blooms  with  deeper  dyes; 
The  landfcape  feems  to  brighten  while  I  gaze, 
And  Phoebus  fhines  with  more  than  fummer  rays; 
O'er  the  high  woods  a  livelier  verdure  reigns, 
And  more  luxuriant  harvefts  deck  the  plains; 
Even  when  fell  winter  fpreads  his  mantle  drear, 
And  big  with  fnow  defcends  the  inclement  year, 
Let  bat  her  glafs  reflect  the  difmal  view., 
The  wither'd  trees  their  wonted  charms  renew; 
The  feather'd  tribes  relume  their  chearing  lay, 
And  fpring  her  odors,  and  his  beams  the  day; 
December  yields  to  April's  milder  power, 
And  vernal  blolToms  grace  the  wintry  hour. 

O 
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O  facred  Nature!  Nymph  divinely  bright! 
Unfold  thy  various  profpects  to  my  fight ; 
With  thee  o'er  breezy  uplands  let  me  rove3 
Or  tread  the  devious  labyrinth  of  the  grove  3 
"When  from  the  eaft  the  glorious  orb  of  day 
Shoots  o'er  the  burnifh'd  cliff  his  golden  ray, 
When  fplendid  in  meridian  light  array 'd,  , 
His  piercing  beams  the  woodland  gloom  pervade  3 
When  wrap'd  in  mifty  evening's  fober  reign 
The  increafmg  darknefs  {teals  acrofs  the  plain  3 
When  o'er  the  dufky  ftole  of  filent  night 
The  Deli  an  Goddefs  throws  her  filver  light.; 
When  gently  o'er  the  flower-empurpled  vale 
The  vernal  Zephyrs  breathe  a  genial  gale  ; 
When,  as  fierce  Summer's  fultry  beams  defcend* 
With  blufhing  fruit  the  loaded  branches  bend ; 
When  Autumn  crowns  the  hills  with  waving  corn, 
And  pours  profufion  from  his  twilled  horn ; 

B  4  While 
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While  deepening  fhade  on  fliade  the  woods  are  feenj 
From  the  full  crimfon  to  the  faded  green  ; 
Or  when,  it's  leafy  honors  fwept  away, 
The  fcatter'd  foreft  yields  to  winter's  fway  j 
When  the  cafcade,  by  icy  fetters  tied, 
Muft  ceafe  to  murmur,  and  the  ftream  to  glide  | 
While  blows  the  floral,  or  falls  the  chilling  rain, 
Or  fleecy  fnows  o'erfpread  the  whiten'd  plain ; 
In  every  hour  and  feafon  let  me  trace, 
Enchanting  Nature  !  thy  tranfcendant  grace  i 
With  eager  eyes  thy  lovely  form  furvey. 
And  blefs  with  grateful  voice  thy  boundlefs  fway. 
Happy  the  -youth !  on  whofe  high  honor'd  head 
The  facred  Nine  their  fettering  influence  Died, 
Though  they  refufe  the  lading  wreath,  whofe  bloom 
Shall  grace  his  living  brow,  and  deck  his  tomb; 
For  the  frefli  laurel  give  a  fickly  flower, 
Boaft  of  a  day,  and  glory  of  an  hour; 

Yet 


Book  I.      FARING  DON    HILL.  9 

Yet  taught  by  them  his  ravifh'd  eyes  explore 
The  choicer!  objecls  of  thy  charming  flare : 
For  him  their  ftrains  the  fylvan  warblers  breathe, 
For  him  fair  Mai  a  twines  her  flowery  wreath; 
Fragrant  for  him  the  morning  breezes  blow. 
The  poplar  trembles,  and  the  fountains  flow; 
Thy  various  beauties  ftrike  his  raptur'd  breaft, 
And  Nature  doubly  charms  by  Fancy  drefs'd. 

Enough  has  Fancy,  frantic  with  delight, 
O'er  the  gay  region  ftretch'd  her  vagrant  flight  j 
-Let  fage  Experience  now  of  brow  fevere 
Arreft  her  foaring  in  her  bold  career : 
Nor  thou,  hiftoric  Truth,  thy  aid  refufe,  - 
But  join  the  labors  of  the  rural  Muse; 
With  friendly  care  the  pleafing  toil  divide, 
That  while  fire  paints  the  blooming  landfcape's 
pride, 

Thy 
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Thy  voice  each  ftoried  relick  may  explain, 
And  tell  the  former  fortunes  of  the  plain. 

Firil  to  the  north  direcl  your  roving  eyes, 
Where  fair  Oxonia's  verdant  hills  arife; 
There Burford's downs  invite  the  healthful  ehace^ 
Or  urge  the  emulous  courfers  to  the  race ; 
While  as  with  agile  limbs  the  afcent  they  fcales 
Rufii  down  the  fteep,  or  fweep  acrofs  the  vale5 
Exulting  Hope,  by  turns,  and  chilling  Fear 
In  the  pale  cheek  and  eager  eye  appear; 
Each  generous  fire  in  every  heart  is  loft, 
By  fortune  favor'd,  or  by  fortune  crofs'd ; 
Flies  every  Virtue,  withers  every  Grace, 
And  all  the  felfifh  Paffions  take  their  place 


Emerging  from  the  thicket's  bofom,  there 
See  Bampton's  pointed  fteeple  rife  in  air: 


To 
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To  farther  diftance  now  the  profpecl  drawn, 
Lo  Witney's  fpire  diverfifies  the  lawn! 
Whofe'bufy  loom  to  balmy  deep  fupplies 
A  guard  from  wintry  cold  and  freezing  flues : 
There  Whichwogd's  oaks  thick-waving  o'er  the 

glade 
Yield  to  the  falvage  tribe  an  ample  fhade : 
And  in  the  horizon  faintly  ting'd  with  blue 
Thy  woods,  imperial  Blenheim  !  clofe  the  view* 
Nature  between  one  verdant  carpet  fpreads 
Of  fruitful  paftures  and  enamel'd  meads ; 
Whofe  bending  reeds,  and  ofier'd  banks  amoiFj 
Fair  Isis  rolls  her  virgin  waves  along; 
Her  horn  while  Plenty  pours  on  every  fideP 
And  Pales  revels  where  her  waters  glide. 

Hail,  lovely  Is  is!  dear  parental  ft  ream! 
The  pride  of  Commerce^  and  the  Poet's  theme  t 

Though, 
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Though, vain  of  borrow'd  pomp, imperious  Thame, 
Beck'd  with  the  praife  which  ought  to  wait  thy 

name^i 
Triumphant  pours  his  fwelling  waves  along, 
Hail'd  by  the  bard,  and  dignified  in  fong ; 
Thy  filver  urn  the  affluent  tide  bellows^ 
And  from  thy  fource  the  plenteous  current  flows : 
Such  is  the  fate  that  female  honors  find, 
When  to  a  mate  unequal  fondly  join'd, 
O  had  thy  ftream !  like  Arethuse  of  old, 
It's  virgin  waters  unpolluted  roll'd, 
Old  Thame    through   humble  vales    had  pafs'd 

alone, 
Sung  by  no  bard,  unnoticed,  and  unknown ; 
While  thine  had  been  confefs'd  the  unrival'd  pride, 
To  waft  in  commerce  with  each  rifing  tide, 
With  foreign  fpoils  Augusta's  walls  to  greet, 
And  lay  the  nations  tribute  at  her  feet : 

Thine 
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Thine  been  the  boaft  to  flow,  with  current  clear, 
Through  *  meads  to  British  Freedom  ever  dear, 
Where  the  bold  Barons  in  a  happy  hour 
Wrefted  her  charter  from  a  tyrant's  power; 
While  grateful  bards  contended  to  rehearfe 
Tbv  virgin  glories  in  no  vulgar  yerfe  : 
For  lone  as  Windsor  rais'd  her  fylvan  Iliads 
Or  Cooper's  fwelling  hill  o'erlook'd  the  glade, 
Sacred  to  fame  thy  dream  had  flow'd  along, 
In  Pope's  foft  lays,  or  Den  ham's  founding  fong. 
Then  as  thy  lucid  current'  gently  ftray'd 
Through  fair  Etona's  academic  made; 
While  by  thy  fide  his  filver  Lyre  he  ilrung, 
Gray  to  thy  wave  his  dulcet  notes  had  fung: 
And  many  a  bard  in  Granta's  vale  who  ftrays, 
And  tunes  to  hoary  Cam  his  votive  lays, 

*  Runy-mead,  near  Staines,  where  Magna  Charta  was 
figned. 

Whofe 
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Whofe  youthful  Fancy  and  Invention  new 
Cull'd  the  frefh  flowers  that  on  thy  borders  grew, 
Had  join'd  to  celebrate  thy  clafiic  fame, 
And  half  his  tribute  paid  to  Is  is'  name. 

Andlo!  where  heathy  *Cumner's envious  height 
Hides  all  thy  letter'd  triumph  from  my  fight ! 
Where  'midft  fair  Riiedicina's  gothic  towers, 
Her  hallow'd  cloifters,  and  Pierian  bowers. 
Is  is  her  filver  urn  incrmes,  and  views 
The  votive  wreath  of  every  grateful  Muse. 
No  rivulet  there  from  thee  their  tribute  draws, 
Ufurps  thy  fame,  or  fhares  their  juit  applaufe  : 
But  gentle  Cherwell  hears  with  joy  their  lays, 
And  loves  the  {train  that  chants  a  filter's  praife; 
Pleas'd  if  the  Muse,  to  grace  her  head,  bellows 
One  rofeate  flower  that  on  thy  Margin  blows. 

*  Cumner-hurft,  a  hill  near  Oxford. 

4,  Noy- 
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Nor  fhall  thy  reeds  in  future  times  complain 

Of  flighted  worth  and  Thame's  ufurp'd  domain ; 

That    his     too    favor'd    ftream    with     princely 

waves 
The  crowded  walls  of  proud  Augusta  laves; 
The   votive   verfe   that   Pope    and   Denhan? 

rai  fe, 
And  breathe  to  him  the  fwelling  note  of  praife  % 
For  him  that  Gray  the  ilrain  unequal'd  frames. 
And  fings  the  moral  ode  to  hoary  Thames  ; 
Since  fair  Oxonia's  polifh'd  fons  unite 
To  vindicate  thy  claffic  current's  right ;. 
Since  every  Muse  to  thee  configns  her  lays, 
And  every  Science  on  thy  border  ftrays; 
And  every  Grace,  and  every  Art,  whofe  powers 
In  fymmetry  have  rais'd  her  daedal  towers, 
To  liflening  crowds  thy  parent  worth  proclaim, 
^nd.  found  their  pride  on  thy  maternal  name. 

Ere 
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Ere  yet  fuch  fcenes  of  pomp  thy  channel  knows, 
While  humbly  here  thy  lingering  water  flows; 
While  yet  thy  virgin  waves  obfcurely  glide. 
Sung  by  no  Muse,  nor  boaft  a  claffic  tide ; 
Say  wilt  thou  here  incline  thy  urn,  to  heed 
The  inglorious  warbling'of  my  Doric  reed  ?  • 
Though  here  no  city  fpread  her  various  ftores. 
No  coflly  villas  crown  thy  peopled  mores ; 
Yet  every  charm  of  Peace's  rural  reign 
Attends  thy  progrefs  through  each  miiling  plain. 
The  flocks  and  herds  here  crowd  thy  rufhy  brink, 
Graze  on  thy  fides  or  from  thy  bofom  drink; 

And  every  herb,  and  every  flower  that  blows- 

■ 

On  the  green  margin  where  thy  current  flows ; 
If  a  luxuriant  bloom  they  juftly  boaft, 
Beyond  the  produce  of  another  coaft; 

As  in  thy  glaffy  wave  their  charms  they  fee, 
Shall  own  they  owe  each  vivid  tint  to  thee. 

Yet 
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*  Yet  glittering  fpears  have  here  been  whilom 
feen, 
And  purple  war  has  ftain'd  thy  ofiers  green ; 
Here  hoftile  fwords  have  Hied  a  horrid  gleam, 
And  floating  corfes  chok'd  thy  frighted  ftream ; 
While  Civil  Difcord  drove  with  hideous  roar 
The  trembling  Naiads  from  thy  widow'd  fhore. 
Ah !    ne'er  may  arms  again  thy  feats  invade, 
Or  fhouts  of  war  diilurb  thy  hallow'd  fhade ; 
But  heaven-born  Peace  with  Plenty  in  her  train 
Fix  on  thy  fedgy  banks'  her  halcyon  reign. 

t  Here  too,  more  fell  than  war's  deftructive  race,, 
Has  Superstition  fhewn  her  gorgon  face  : 

*  There  was  a  battle  fought  in  Richard  the  fecond's  time, 
at  Radc3t-bridge  juil  below  Faringdon. 

f  The  manor  and  hundred  of 'Faringdon  were  granted 
by  King  John  to  the  abby  of  Eeaulieu  in  the  New  Foreft, 
Hants. 

vol.  11.  C  Here 
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Here  where  thy  chearing  ftream  with  gentle  waves 
Thefe  fertile  meads  and  verdant  paftures  laves, 
Where  now  unwearied  Induftry  refides, 
And  Toil  exulting  tills  thy  fruitful  fides; 
For  Liberty  protecls  the  happy  fwains, 
And  Property  fecures  what  labor  gains; 
Erft  the  rich  foil,  though  cultur'd,  ufelefs  lay, 
To  monkifh  eafe  and  luxury  a  prey, 
While  diftant  abbeys  with  thy  wealth  were  ftor'd, 
The  British  fubjecls  of  an  alien  lord. 
When  bigot  John,  defpotic  power  to  gain, 
Found  open  force  and  treacherous  cunning  vain  f 
His  daring  nobles  fir'd  by  virtuous  pride 
His  arts  eluded,  and  his  force  defied ; 
With  Rome's  anathemas  he  arm'd  his  hand, 
And  papal  thunders ihook  the  trembling  land; 
Thirfling  for  lawlefs  fway,  he  ftoop'd  to  own 
His  crown  dependant  on  a  foreign  throne; 

a  To 
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To  foreign  lords  ignoble  homage  gave, 

To  reign  at  home  a  tyrant  and  a  (lave. 

'Twas  then  the  ravenous  monks,  a  fordid  crew, 

O'er  all  the  wafted  land  like  locufts  flew; 

Each  rich  demefne  that  to  the  crown  remain'd, 

By  right,  by  forfeiture,  or  conqueft  gain'd, 

Was  given  to  gratify  the  Church's  pride, 

And  bribe  the  holy  cohorts  to  his  fide. 

Even  'mid  thofe  fcenes  of  devaftation  wild, 

Where  William's  power  the  fertile  diftricl:  fpoil'd, 

The  gazing  pilgrim  faw  with  ftrange  furprize 

Afpiring  ftru&ures  'midft  the  defert  rife ; 

And  where  no  trace  of  man's  abode  was  feen, 

No  noife  difturb'd  the  tenants  of  the  green, 

Save  the  feas  breaking  o'er  the  founding  fhore, 

Or  the  faint  dafhing  of  the  diftant  oar; 

There  haughty  Beaulieu's  gothic  arches  bend, 

And  high  in  air  her  glittering  fpires  afcend ; 

C  2  While 
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"While  the  wild  foreft's  hairy  fons  around 

Start  at  the  unufual  anthem's  fwelling  found. 

Thefe  fruitful  plains,  in  that  unhappy  hour 

Of  papal  fway  and  facerdotal  power, 

Were  doom'd  the  new-rais'd  abbey  to  maintain, 

And  diftant  Beau  lieu  rul'd  the  fair  domain. 

The  famiih'd  fwain  beheld  with  mournful  eye 

The  verdant  meadows  round  him  ufelefs  lie ; 

While  pamper'd  ignorance  and  prieftly  pride 

The  rich  productions  of  the  land  divide; 

Till  Henry's  haughty  foul  the  bondage  broke, 

Redeem'd  the  nation  from  the  fervile  yoke, 

And  fuffer'd  aclive  Induftry  once  more 

To  dwell,  fair  Isis!  by  thy  happy  lhore : 

Hence    as   thefe    blooming  fields,    (thus  heaven 

decreed,) 
A  tyrant  fhackled,  fo  a  tyrant  freed. 


Yet 
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Yet  now,  as  thro'  the  abbey's  mouldering  dome 
The  Muses  oft  with  wandering  footfteps  roam, 
And,  while  with  filver  radiance  Luna's  beam 
Shoots  through   the   lengthening  ifles  a  trembling 

gleam, 
As  penfive  Meditation  points  the  way, 
By  ruin'd  piles  and  nodding  towers  they  ftray : 
See  o'er  the  impending  arch  the  ivy  fpread, 
And  gothic  pillars  threat  the  pafTer's  head, 
Struck  with  the  awful  fcene,  the  aftonifh'd  train 
Bewail  the  fall  of  Superstition's  reign . 
Hence  many  a  bard  has  o'er  the  ruins  hung? 
And  mourn'd  the  devaluation  as  he  fung  • 
Has  Error's  fate  in  plaintive  verfe  deplor'd, 
And  wept  the  day  that  Reafon's  rights  reftord. 

As  bending  upward  near  her  fcanty  fource 
We  backward  trace  the  river's  narrowing  courfe, 
C  3  Her 
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Her   pointed   fpire   fee   *  Lechlade   proudly 

rears ! 
And  lowly  Cricklade  on  her  banks  appears; 
t  Cricklade,  where  fiift.  when  Grecia's  letter'd 

train, 
By  Slavery  exil'd  from  their  native  plain, 
To  fair  Hesperia's  vales  their  fcience  bore, 
To  Gallia's  fields,  and  Albion's  diftant  more; 
Thofe  {trains  Ilissus'  ftream  was  wont  to  hear 
Were  pour'd,  O  Is  is,  on  thy  raptur'd  ear: 
While   Grecia's   Mufe,    around   whofe    matron 

brow 
Had  twin'd  the  Athenian  olive's  fruitful  bough, 
Forc'd  by  the  rage  of  Mahomet's  favage  hoft 
To  quit  with  lingering  ftep  Byzantium's  coaft; 

*  A  market-town  in  Glocelterfhire  lying-  on  the  Ifis. 

f  Cricklade  is  a  town  in  Wiltfhire,  from  which  the  na- 
vigation of  the  Ifis  begins ;  fa  id  to  have  been  originally  called 
Greeklade,  from  the  Greek  language  being  firft  taught  there 
in  England. 

Her 
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Her  drooping  forehead  with  thy  ofiers  bound, 

And  on  thy  brink  a  new  Lyceum  found; 

Till  woo'd  by  princely  gifts,  thefe  peaceful  bowers 

She  left  for  Granta's  and  Oxonia's  towers. 

And  here  thy  waves,  by  learning  now  unknown, 

To  bufy  Commerce  faered  flow  alone, 

Where  firft  the  loaded  raft,  and  cumberous  barge, 

Truft  to  thy  placid  breaft  their  weighty  charge. 

Ah,  Isis!  can  the  Muse  forget  that  hand, 
Whofe  wanton  cruelty  thy  ruin  plann'd  ? 
Or  not  forgetting,  from  refentment  free, 
Recall  the  hours  that  threaten'd  fate  to  thee  ? — 
When  vain  *  projectors  doom'd  thy  ftream  to  flow 
Through  meads,    neglecled,   lingering,   fad,   ancl 
flow ; 

*  Alluding  to  the  fcheme  of  cutting  a  canal  inftead  of 
continuing  the  navigation  of  the  river. 

C  4  Till 
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Till  the  o'er-loaded  wave  fhould  fcarcely  force 
Through  gathering  fand,  and  fedge,  it's  laboring 

courfe ; 
While   in  thy  {lead  their   plaftic    power    fhould 

guide 
The  ftagnate  lake  by  wintry  rains  fupplicd. 
Perilh- Rich  fchemes  !  nor  by, their  ufe  be  loft 
The  nobleft  river,  Britain's  Ifle  can  boaft  !— 
Let  channels,  form'd  by  art,  be  ever  led 
Where  no  fair  cut  rent  wears  a  native  bed ; 
Then  through  the  obftrucling  hill,    and  o'er  the 

vale, 
Like  Egerton  conduct  the  fwelling  fail : 
Even  Is  is  fhall  applaud,  if  from  her  fource, 
To  where  Sabrina  pours  her  amber  courfe, 
They  bid  the  fmooth  canal  it's  length  difplay, 
And  feed  with  copious  fprings  the  tedious  way : 


Till 
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Till  the  fraught  barge  the  extended  line  explores 
From    Bristol's    crowded   wharf  to   London's 
princely  fhores. 

More  wefiward  when  we  call  our  wandering 
eyes, 
Level  as  ocean's  bed  the  champaign  lies : 
While,  like  fome  promontory's  rugged  brow, 
Proud  *  Badbury's  height   o'erlooks  the  plain 

below, 
Where,  in  yon  Saxon  camp,  the  mill  its  fails 
Spreads  to  the  wind,  and  courts  the  rifing  gales. 
Beneath  how  open  lies  the  fpacious  fcene! 
No  lofty  mountains  envious  intervene; 
But  o'er  the  extended  lawns  our  fancies  ftray, 
Till  loft  in  hazy  mills  they  fade  away ; 

*  A  high  hill,  between  Faringdon  and  Coleihill,  where 
there  are  remains  of  an  encampment. 

By 
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By  faint  degrees  the  diftant  profpefl:  dies, 
And  the  blue  landfcape  melts  into  the  fkies. 

.Where  gently  Cole's  pellucid  waters  glide, 
Here  *  Fair  ford  rears  her  tower  with  confcious 

pride ; 
*Whofe  windows,  with  hifloric  painting  dight, 
Attracl  the  curious  traveller's  wondering  fight : 
And  there,  confpicuous  'mid  the  lawny  glade, 
Fair  Cirencester  fpreads  her  ample  fhade. 
Hail  happy  feat !  whofe  twilight  glooms  among 
Full  many  a  bard  has  rais'd  the  tuneful  fong. 
Grows  not  an  oak  his  hundred  arms  who  fpreads 
O'er  the  gay  verdure  of  thy  fruitful  meads ; 
Sighs  not  a  grotto  to  thy  murmuring  gales, 
Nor  flows  a  fountain  through  thy  winding  vales, 

*  Fairford  is  a  town  in  Glofterfhire,    famous  for  the  glafs 
jn  the  church  windows,  painted  by  Albert  Durer. 

But 
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But  feems  a  claflic  influence  to  diffufe, 

To  Science  dear,  and  haunted  by  the  Muse  : 

"Who  oft  as  morning  pours  her  mifty  ray, 

Or  fades  the  glimmering  beam  of  parting  day, 

Explores  each  nodding  grove,  and  every  plain, 

Sacred  to  her  and  all  her  favorite  train. 

Thefe  fcenes  could  Addison's  chafte  notes  infpire; 

Here  Pope  harmonious  firuck  his  Giver  lyre; 

Caught  'midft  thefe   folemn  ihades  the  glorious 

plan, 
"  To  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  man.'9 
Arbuthnot  here,  and  Swift,  with  ufeful  art, 
Rear'd  Satire's   dreaded  fcourge,    or  fteel'd  her 

dart: 
Here  Prior  the  Graces  form'd  thy  fofter  lay 
And  taught  the  moral  ftrain  to  blamelefs  Gay  ; 
Each  pleas'd  the  Mailer's  praifes  to  engage, 
The  famed  Maecenas  of  that  happier  age. 

After 
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After  fuch  bards,  O  Bathurst,  wilt  thou  deign 
To  mark  the  notes  of  my  inglorious  {train  ? 
Shall  I  prefume  in  thefe  degenerate  days 
To  form  one  humble  verfe  to  Bathurst's  praife  ? 

Yes,  thou  wilt  deign  my  artlefs  notes  to  hear, 
Wilt  to  my  ftrain  inglorious  bend  thine  ear; 
And  as  thy  patronage,  with  noontide  ray, 
Bade  to  full  vigor  moot  the  verdant  bay, 
Taught  it  the  ftorms  of  Envy  to  deride, 
And    fpread   it's    waving   boughs    with    fummer 

pride; 
So  thy  declining  beam  with  milder  power 
Shall  fhed  it's  influence  on  the  autumnal  flower. 

O  bleft  old  man  !  on  thy  thrice  happy  head 
Her  choiceft  gifts  has  fmiling  Fortune  fhed; 
Has  been  for  once  from  tafte  capricious  free, 
And  true  to  virtue's  caufe  in  favoring  thee. 

As 
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As  Anna's  hand  around  thy  youthful  brow 
Thy  country's  faireft  honors  taught  to  grow  ; 
So  now,  while  Justice  bids  exulting  Fame 
Tell  to  fucceeding  times  her  Apsley's  name, 
Marking  the  fource  from  whence  his  merit  flows, 
A  frefher  wreath  thy  grateful  Prince  bellows. 
Meantime,  difarm'd  of  all  his  hoftile  rage, 
Lenient  on  thee  defcends  the  weight  of  Age; 
While  ftill  thy  foul  preferves  her  wonted  power, 
To  charm  the  letter'd  or  the  focial  hour : 
No  fharp  Difeafe  attends  his  gentle  reign, 
Nor  palfied  Indolence  nor  wafting  Pain, 
But  healthful  through  the  woods  thy  footfteps  ftray, 
Where  thy  own  oaks  their  gloomy  fhade  difplay : 
For  to  thy  lot  of  all  mankind  is  given 
That  joy  peculiar  by  indulgent  heaven, 
To  fee,  while  round  the  barbarous  hand  of  tafte 
Deforms  the  grove,  and  lays  the  foreft  wafte, 

O'er 


3o  FARINGDON    HILL.      Book  I. 

O'er  each  uncultur'd  hill,  and  barren  glade, 
Thy  riling  thickets  fpread  unufual  fhade, 
And,  in  their  full  luxuriance  drefs'd,  difplay 
Their  waving  foliage  to  the  face  of  day. 

May  thy  example  Britain's  lords  infpire! 
O  may  they  catch  from  thee  the  patriot  fire ! 
Then  mail  the  Dryads,  and  their  fprightly  train, 
Rove  o'er  the  extent  of  many  a  barren  plain : 
O'er  the  bleak  wafte,  where  dreary  heath  and  fkies 
Fatigue  the  fight,  the  foreft  then  mould  rife ; 
Again  on  Windsor's  heights  the  woods  be  feen, 
And  all  her  fable  hills  be  cloth'd  with  green ; 
Her  ruffet  mountains  fend  their  oaks  once  more 
To  waft  deftruction  to  fome  hoftile  fhore. 

"What  tho'  Br  it  an  n  i  a's  plains  manur'd  with  care 
Refufe  the  plants  of  every  foil  to  bear; 

What 
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What  though  no  olive  grow  among  her  vales, 
No  citron  groves  perfume  her  balmy  gales  j 
Though  India's  fpicy  forefts  are  denied, 
Nor  fpreads  Judea's  palm  her  leafy  pride; 
Yet  her  thick  woods  unnumber'd  trees  produce, 
Sacred  at  once  to  ornament  and  ufe. 
With  verdant  beech  her  towering  hills  are  fpread, 
And  Scotia's  pine  erefts  her  gloomy  head; 
The  fhapely  fir,  that  graced  Olympus'  *  brow, 
Deigns  o'er  her  heights  to  wave  her  filver  bough  5 
And,  holy  Lebanon,  thy  cedars  rife, 

Hang   o'er  her  cliffs,    nor   dread  her  northern 

flues'; 

The  elm,  and  pliant  afh,  a  vigorous  train, 

Deck  with  refplendent  green  the  fmiling  plain; 

*  The  fir  that  Tournefort  fays  grows  in  fuch  abundance 
on  Mount  Olympus,  is  what  we  call  the  filver  fir,  which 
agrees  remarkably  well  with  this  climate,  and  will  bear  the 
moil  expofed  fituations ;  as  will  alfo  that  beautiful  evergreen 
%he  Cedar  of  Libanus. 

The 


38  A   RINGDON    HILL.      Book  I. 

The  bending  willow  o'er  the  marJhy  glade 
And  fhining  poplar  flied  a  trembling  fhade ; 
And  many  a  hardy  plant  is  wafted  o'er, 
To  grace  her  forefts  from  the  Atlantic  more, 
Whofe  branches,  rifmg  from  the  kindred  foil, 
Mix  with  her  trees,  and  pay  the  planter's  toil. 
Here  too,  matur'd  by  many  rolling  years, 
Above  the  reft  her  native  oak  appears ; 
Whofe  giant  limbs  extend  her  nobleft  boaft, 
Pride  of  her  groves,  and  bulwark  of  her  coaft. 

Sure  when  the  Druid  train  with  awful  rite 
In  pious  orgies  paft  the  dreary  night ; 
While,   as   their    fteps   the '  hallow'd    trunk    fur- 
round, 
The  myftic  mifletoe  their  foreheads  bound ; 
They  meant  to  teach  their  fons  fucceeding  race, 
To  venerate  the  groves  that  deck'd  the  place. 

O 
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O  ever  on  Britannia's  grateful  breaft, 
Unhurt  by  time,  this  image  be  imprefs'd  ! 
Still  may  her  heart  that  facred  tree  adore, 
Which  drives  Jnvafion  from  her  peaceful  more: 
So  (hall  each  ftorm  of  war,  whofe  fatal  fway 
Speeds  o'er  her  neighbouring  realms  it's  bloody 

way, 
Break  like  the  baffled  ftorm  againft  her  coaft, 
It's  force  unheeded,  and  .it's  fury  loft; 
As  her  own  oak  defies  the  headlong  Courfe 
Of  warring  winds,  and  mocks  the  tempeft's  force* 

Nor  does  fair  Albion  view  with  envious  eye 
The  ripe  productions  of  a  fouthern  (icy. 
Let  the  rich  vineyard  fpread  it's  ourple  ftores 
O'er  Gallia's  coafts,  and  LusitanIa's  mores; 
Where  with  hard  hands  the  tawny  peafants  prefs 
The  fwelling  grape,  a  foreign  board  to  blefs: 

vol.  ii,  D  Though 
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Though  'neath  our  rougher  heaven  the  docile  vine 
Around  the  lofty  elm  refufe  to  twine, 
Yet  has  Pomona  with  no  niggard  hand 
Her  blufhing  orchards  fcatter'd  o'er  the  land; 
Whofe  ruddy  fruits  a  generous  ftream  produce 
Strong  as  the  clufter'd  grape's  infpiring  juice. 
Our  humble  vales  the  hop's  green  tendrils  grace, 
Clafping  their  flays  in  many  a  clofe  embrace; 
Thefe  to  the  bearded  barley's  harveft  join'd, 
By  fkill  concocted,  and  with  care  refin'd,, 
A  liquor  yield,  that  Britain's  fons  draw  forth 
Mantling,  and  bright,  the  vintage  of  the  north  I 
Which  crowns  the  humble  and  the  haughty  board, 
And  chears  alike  the  Peafant  and  the  Lord ; 
Resales  o'erwearied  Labor  at  his  toil, 
And  teaches  fainting  Induftry  to  fmile. 
The  thankful  fwain  beholds  the  goblet  fhine, 
Nor  envies  other  lands  their  rofy  wine, 

Where 
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Where  flavifb  hinds  with  fkilful  hands  prepare 
The  lafcious  beverage,  which  they  rauft  not  fhare. 
Refrefh'd  with  this,  Britannia's  Tons  fuftain 
The  keeneft  labors  of  the  toilfome  plain  ; 
Nor,  when  the  hours  of  work  are  paft,  employ 
The  vacant  eve  in  gay  luxurious  joy, 
Trill  the  loofe  air,  or  beat  the  echoing  ground. 
To  the  foft  flute,  or  tabor's  fprightly  found; 
But  with  knit  limbs  on  rougher  paftime  befit, 
They  ftrain  their  fmews  to  their  full  extent ; 
Direcl;  the  quoit,  or  hurl  the  mafiy  bar, 
Or  wage  with  brawny  arms  the  fportive  war. 
In  other  realms,  to  humble  fwains  unknown, 
While  Honor  fires  Nobility  alone, 
Our  meaneft  Peafants  mare  the  generous  flame, 
And  learn  to  glow  at  Freedom's  hallow'd  name; 
Hence  have  they,  led  by  Glory's  call  afar, 
With  holts  unnumber'd  wag'd  the  unequal  war; 

D  2  Hence 
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Hence  Cressy's  field,  Poitier's  victorious  fray; 
Hence  glorious  Agincourt,  thy  wonderous  day  I 
Hence    Europe    fav'd    near   Danube's    diftant 

flood; 
And   Blenheim's    ramparts    red    with    Gallic, 

blood ! 
And  hence  thofe  manly  deeds  renew'd  again 
On  Abraham's  heights,  and  Minden's  trophied 

plain. 

O  ne'er  may  fell  Corruption's  tainting  force 
Poifon  of  all  our  pride  this  happy  fource ! 
To  falfe  Refinement  with  deftruftive  pains 
Polifh  the  manly  roughnefs  of  our  fwains ! 
Exil'd  from  other  realms,  while  here  alone 
Fair  Liberty  erefts  her  holy  throne, 
The  exulting  train,  her  glorious  gifts  who  fliare, 
Will  fcorn  of  foreign  crowds  the  fuppliant  air : 

Who 
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Who  fees  our  clowns  obfequious,  fees  the  day 
That  gives  our  Glory  and  our  Rights  away. 
In  vain  would  laws  guard  Freedom's  facred  (brine, 
If  Freedom's  fons  their  native  worth  refign ; 
In  vain  (hall  Fraud  attempt,  or  Force  alarm, 
While  Valor  dcds  the  bread,  and  Labor  nerves 
jthe  arm. 


FARING. 
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H  E  fultry  hours  are  paft,  and  Phoebus  now 
Spreads  yellower  rays  along  the  mountain's 
brow: 
The  broken  clouds  unnumber'd  tints  difplay, 
Drinking  the  effulgence  of  departing  day; 
And  to  our  eyes  prefent  a  radiant  view, 
Italia's  purpled  ether  never  knew. 
The  eaftern  profpeel  now  attracts  the  light 
Where  every  fhrub  reflects  the  fetting  light ; 
With  ruddy  flafh  the  cottage  cafement  gleams, 
And  mines  the  waving  wood  with  golden  beams. 
P  4  Wher§ 
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Where  Psis  dream  divides  yon  diftant  glade, 

Lo  *  Nun  eh  am  rifes  ''midft  the  fombre  (hade; 

While  at  her  feet,  as  the  clear  current  bends, 

The  lofty  fpire  of  Abingdon  afcends. 

Hygeia  and  her  Oread  train  inhale 

On  f  Radley's  lite  the  pare  ethereal  gale. 

On  J  Cherbury's  rampart?,  urg'd  by  peaceful  toil, 

The  mining  plowfhare  turns  the  fruitful  foil, 

Where  erft  the  peafant  faw  with  anxious  fear 

The  gleaming  falchion  and  protended  fpear. 

On  [[  Hintqn's  verdant  brow  the  lofty  trees 

Tremble  obedient  to  the  evening  breeze : 

And  §  Pusey  her  inverted  dome  furveys, 

In  the  fmooth  fiream  that  through  her  meadow? 

ft  rays. 

*  The  feat  cf  Earl  Harcourt. 
f  The  feat  of  Sir  William  Stonhoufe,  Barf. 
J  An  encampment,  faid  to  be  Danifo,  between  Abingdon 
and  Faringdon. 

||  The  feat  of  the  Rev,  Mr,  John  Loder. 
§  The  feat  of  Mrs.  Allen., 
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See  *Buckland  here  her  lovely  fcenes  difplay, 

Which  rude  e'er  while  in  rich  diforder  lay, 

Till  Tafte  and  Genius  with  corrective  hand 

Spread  culture's  niceft  vefture  o'er  the  land, 

Rang'd  every  objecl  in  it's  faireft  light, 

And  calf  d  each  latent  beauty  to  the  fight  j 

Cloth'd  the  declining  flope  with  pendant  wood, 

.And  o'er  the  fedge-grown  meadow  pour'd  the  flood, 

While  manly  Execution's  aclive  arm 

Wakes  to  exiftence  each  ideal  charm. 

In  the  deep  gloom  of  yon  impervious  bowers, 

There  f  Carswell  hides  her hofpitable  towers: 

And  at  our  feet  where  the  rich  paftures  fpread, 

Lo  X  Wadley  rears  her  renovated  head, 

As  art  and  active  labor,  join'd,  improve 

JLach  fair  extended  lawn  and  riling  grove, 

*  The  feat  of  Sir  Robert  Throckmorton,  fearU 
f  The  feat  of  Edward  Southby,  Ef»j. 
J  The  feat  of  Charles  Pye,  Ef(j. 

New 
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New  fcenes  unfolding  [till  on  every  fide 
Declare  the  afSuence  induftry  fupply'd. 

BluOi !  blufh,  ye  fons  of  power  \  who  proudly 
ftand 
Rich  in  the  ruins  of  your  native  land ; 
Who  every  virtue,  every  right  have  fold* 
For  royal  fmiles,  or  minifterial  gold  ; 
Proud  on  your  breafls  a  glittering  badge  to  bear, 
True  honor  hates,  and  freedom  fcorns  to  wear, 
If  worth,  or  ihewn  in  peace,  or  prov'd  in  war, 
Shed  not  a  livelier  luftre  than  the  {bur? 
Blufh,  ye  fell  race  \  who  crofs'd  the  briny  flood* 
Foes  to  mankind !  and  prodigal  of  blood ! 
With  wanton  rage  to  waft  pale  famine  o'er 
From  Albion's  cliffs  to  fad  BengalA"s  fhorer 
Where  ftarving  myriads  on  the  cruel  train 
Call'd  Juftice'  awful  fword,  but  call'd  in  vain ; 

Till- 
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Till  Britain's  fenate,  fir'd  with  patriot  flame, 
Refolv'd  to  vindicate  her  country's  fame, 
Bade  England's  laws  to  Ganges'  banks  extend, 
And  equal  rule  the  Indian's  life  defend. 
Though  Grecia's  orders  grace  your  marble  dome, 
Though  blooms  the  faireft  landfcape  whereye  roam, 
Yet  facred  Juftice  fhall  your  feats  pervade, 
And  Confcience  haunt  you  through  the  deepeft 

{hade: 
Whilft  him  whofe  wealth  the  arts  of  Commerce 

raife, 
Mankind  fhall  honor,  and  the  Mufe  fhall  praife. 
But  if  like  thine,  O  Charles  !  his  generous'heart,, 
The  fmiles  of  fortune  to  his  friends  impart; 
If  heaven,  that  gave  him  affluence,  gave  him  to© 
A  foul  to  every  fecial  duty  true ; 
Virtue  with  joy  (hall  chant  his  favor'd  name, 
And  give  a  wreath  beyond  the  power  of  fame  1 

While 
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While  all  who  know  his  worth  exulting  find 
That  fortune^,  bleffing  hirq,  has  bleft  mankind. 

Lo  *  Shellingford,  and  f  Stanford,  'midft 
the  train 
Of  hoary  trees  that  fkirt  yon  level  plain, 
The  lofty  tower  and  pointed  fpire  difplay 
Conipieoous,  glittering  in  the  weftern  ray: 
And  on  yon  hill  it's  diflant  head  that  rears, 
J-Lockinge  aloft  thy  mining  dome  appears! 
Beneath,  what  woodland  nymph  with  artful  hand 
The  vaulted  grotto's  fparry  roof  has  plann'd, 
Taught    the'    rude    arch    with    pendant    ore    to 

fhine, 
And  rang'd  each  bright  production  of  the  mine  ? 

*  A  feat  of  Lord  Spencer's. 

-J-  A  village  between  Wantage  and  Faringdon. 

J  The  feat  of  Charles  Wymondefold,  Efqj  where  there  is 
2  moft  beautiful  Grotto,  entirely  formed  by  the  tafte,  and  in 
great  meafure  by  the  hands  of  Mrs.  Wymondefold. 

No 
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No  fylvan  Goddefs  this  retreat  can  claim, 
Form'd  by  the  fancy  of  a  mortal  dame; 
Who  from  yon  humble  vale's  irriguous  bed 
To  the  high  cliff  the  cryftal  fountain  led; 
Thence  bade  in  murmurs  foft  the  lucid  wave 
Pour  it's  fair  current  through  the  craggy  cave; 
Where  every  Naiad  'midfl  the  rocks  reclin'd, 
Approves  what  Tafte  and  Wymondesold  defign'd. 

Ye  envious  trees!  why  does  your  leafy  pride, 
Stretch'd    o'er    the   bending   valley,    Wantag* 

hide  ?— 
Sure  every  Muse  and  every  Grace  will  join 
With  votive  hands  the  faired  wreath  to  twine  ; 
Cull  with  affiduous  toil  the  choicer!:  flowers, 
And  hang  the  brighteft  garland  on  her  towers : 
While  grateful  Liberty  mall  love  the  made, 
Her  guardian  chief  where  foltering  Virtue  laid; 

And 
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And  Britain's  Genius  blefs  the  hallow'd  earth 
Which  gave  her  patriot  king,  her  Alfred,  birth. 

That  equal  laws  thefe  happy  regions  fhare 
Springs,  Prince  benign !  from  thy  paternal  care. 
Through  the  dark  mifts  which  Error  o'er  mankind 
Tenfold  had  fpread,  and  wrap'd  the  human  mind ; 
At  thy  command  fair  Science  mot  her  light, 
And  chas'd  the  horrid  gloom  of  Gothic  night; 
To  Is  is'  brink  the  wandering  Muses  led, 
And  taught  each  drooping  art  to  lift  her  head : 
Hence  with  the  warrior  laurel's  blood-ftain'd  bough 
That  binds  with  facred  wreath  thy  conquering 

brow, 
Wifdom's  jlluftrious  Goddefs  interweaves 
With  myftic  hand  her  olive's  peaceful  leaves. 
Thine  is  the  gift  that  here  no  alien  crew, 
To  venal  interelt  more  than  juflice  true, 

6  Judge 
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Judge  with  unpitying  eye  misfortune's  caufe, 
With  cruel  power  enforcing  cruel  laws; 
But  watchful  Themis  o'er  each  freeman  rears 
Thatfacred  Oiield,  the  judgment  of  his  peers, 
By  which  protected  Britain's  dauntlefs  train 
See  fa&ions  rage,  and  tyrants  frown,  in  vain. 
O  dear-bought  Freedom !  if  thy  holy  flame 
Burns  in  our  fouls,  nor  refts  an  empty  name  • 
If  for  thy  fake  the  kindling  warmth  we  feel 
Unwarp'd  by  felfifh  views  or  party  zeal; 
JVIay  we  with  wakeful,  nay  with  jealous,  ey$ 
Regard  this  hallow'd  fource  of  Liberty; 
This  once  attack'd,  on  which  her  rights  depend. 
May  every  bread  the  guardian  power  defend ; 
Each  patriot  tongue  allert  our  injur'd  laws, 
^.nd  pour  reiiMefs  founds  in  Freedom's  caufe; 
Each  patriot  arm,  mould  eloquence  be  vain. 
Lift  the  dread  falchion  on  the  embattled  plain; 

May; 
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May  we  with  more  than  ancient  zeal  purfue 
Rights,  Rome  and  boafted  Athens  never  knew; 
Guard  this  Palladium  with  our  lateft  breath, 
Or  perifli  with  it  in  a  glorious  death! 

Where  from  the  fertile  plains  yon  hiJls  arife, 

Quit  the  low  vales  and  moot  into  the  fides, 

Carv'd  rudely  on  the  penchnt  fod,  is  feen 

The  *  fnow-white  courfer  ib  etching  o'er  the  green  ; 

The  antique  figure  fcan  with  curious  eye, 

The  glorious  monument  of  victory ! 

There  England  rear'd  her  long  dejecled  head, 

There  Alfred  triumph'd,  and  invafion  bled. 

Long  had  proud  Denmark  ftretch'd  the  iron  hand 

Of  harfli  oppreffion  o'er  the  groaning  land; 

*  White  Horse-hill,  ib  called  from  the  figure  of  a 
horfe  in  chalk,  on  the  fide  .of  a  hill;  from  which  alfo  the  ad- 
jacent vale  takes  it's  name:  if  is  laid  to  have  been  cut  in 
commemoration  of  a  victory  gained  over  the  Danes,  by- 
Alfred. 

The 


feooKlI;      FARINGDON   HILL,  49 

The  freeborn  fwains,  to  mean  fubjeclion  broke* 
Iri  filent  forrow  bore  the  opprobrious  yoke : 
Their  virtuous  prince  to  wilds  and  forefts  driven^ 
No  Ihed  to  fcreeh  him  from  the  inclement  heaven^, 
Hears  all  around  his  fubjecls  cries  afcend, 
And  fees  them  fink  unable  to  defend; 
Chas'd  by  his  foes  difguis'd  he  treads  the  plain^ 
A  wretched  exile  in  his  own  domain  1 
Much  hardfhip  borne,  and  many  dangers  paftj 
Oh  fufrering  Virtue  Fortune  fmiles  at  laft : 
Arous'd  to  vengeance  by  his  people's  woe 
He  frowns  defiance  on  the  infulting  foe ; 
Leaves  every  fear  and  every  doubt  behind.—* 
High  waves  the  Saxon  banner  to  the  wind! 
Fir'd  at  the  fight,  the  country  far  and  wide 
Pours  forth  her  veteran  fons  on  every  fide  ; 
His  trufty  bow  each  hardy  yeoman  draws^ 
Or  lifts  his  fhining  brand  in  Freedom's  caufe ; 
vol  in  E  Freedom 
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Freedom  refounds  from  each  determined  voice, 
Freedom  the  firft,  and  death  the  fecond,  choice  ; 
Courage  and  Conqueft  o'er  their  helmets  play  j 
The  invader  trembled  at  the  dread  array ; 
Onward  refiftlefs  march'd  the  impetuous  hoftj 
And  fell  Oppreffion  fled  the  hoftile  coaft : 
The  exulting  freed  in  conquering  ftandards  flies, 
While   Denmark's  raven  fcreaming    quits    the. 

fkies; 
And  hence  the  Vigor's  jocund  hands  portray'd 
The  Saxon  enfign  on  yon  verdant  glade* 

His  country  freed,  difcerning  Alfred  faw 
How  vain  the  civil  bond  of  focial  law ; 
Of  crowds  untrain'd  how  weak  the  hafty  aid, 
When  force  prevails,  and  barbarous  holts  invade* 
That  policy  which  guards  each  modern  throne 
Was  then  to  Europe's  bounded  kings  unknown  $ 
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No  artful  ftatefman  then  with  treacherous  breaft 
Arm'd  half  a  people  to  enflave  the  reft. 
■With  wifer  care  a  rampart  firm  he  plann'd. 
To  guard  from  future  foes  the  happy  land, 
Bade  Liberty  her  rafh  aflailants  brave, 
And  Freemen  vindicate  what  Freedom  gave* 
He  taught  each  flurdy  laborer  of  the  field 
The  fickle  and  the  fword  by  turns  to  wield : 
With  chearful  induftry  the  generous  fwains 
Till  for  their  wealthy  lords  the  peaceful  plains  % 
Or,  rous'd  from  rural  toil  by  war's  alarms, 
Beneath  their  well-known  banners  rufh  to  armsB 
Let  other  realms  where  Freedom  never  fmil'd;,, 
O'eraw'd  by  rigor,  or  by  fraud  beguil'd. 
See  mercenary  bands  furround  the  throne, 
Or  fafety  feek  from  alien  arms  alone : 
But  fhall  not  England  blufh  for  every  fori 
Too  proud  to  guard  the  rights  his  fires  have  wTon? 
£  a  Rights^, 
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Rights,  in  whole  caufe  full  many  a  warrior  flood, 
By  toil  obtain'd,  and  feal'd  with  patriot  blood ! 
Though  envy  frown,  though  venal  millions  blame, 
Shall  fhe  not  ever  love  her  Chatham's  name, 
Who  while  on  diftant  climes  her  rage  he  pour'd, 
Prudent  at  home  this  beft  defence  reftor'd ; 
Her  manly  fons  array 'd  with  parent  care, 
Arous'd  once  more  her  manly  youth  to  war, 
And  bade  her  breezy  hills,  and  fruitful  plains, 
Send  forth  in  arms  again  their  native  fwains. 
Lives  there  a  man  in  this  exulting  ifle, 
Who  fees  our  orchards  bloom,  our  harvefts  fmile, 
Who  every  breath  in  perfefl:  freedom  draws, 
His  rights  protected  by  the  nobleft  laws ; 
Would  wifli  to  break  the  fence  by  wifdom  plann'd, 
And  wreft  the  fword  from  every  freeman's  hand, 
Wifh  to  behold  our  bare  defencelefs  coafls 
Unarm'd,  or  guarded  but  by  foreign  hofls  ? 

Dare 


Book  II.      FARINGDON    HILL.  53 

Dare  thy  ftrong  powers  O  Eloquence  employ ! 
This  beft  internal  bulwark  to  deftroy  ?— 
Though  every  guile  of  fpecious  Fraud  he  ufe, 
*Mid  liftening  crowds  his  Poifon  to  infufe ; 
Try  every  Wile  his  curs'd  Defigns  to  hide:— 
Superior  Truth  his  Cunning  fhall  deride» 
Shall  tear  each  paltry  mean  Difguife  away, 
Expofe  his  Rancor  to  the  face  of  day ; 
His  felfifli  Views  to  all  mankind  impart, 
And  ihew  the  Traitor  graven  on  his  heart, 

Now  turn  your  eyes  and  from  the  mountain's 
brow 
Direct  them  to  the  cultur'd  vale  below;  ' 
How  rich  the  fpacious  plains  that  (ketch  between ! 
How  ripe  the  harvefts,  and  the  meads  how  green! 
The  herds  in  myriads  o'er  the  paftures  throng; 
And  mingled  lowings  break  each  rurai  fong. 

JE  *  Wiiere 
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Where  e'er  with  patient  care  the  laborer's  hand 
Guides  the  fharp  plow-fhare  through  the  fertile  land. 
The  farmers  fee  the  produce  crown  their  toil, 
Eye  the  rich  fcene,  and  blefs  the  happy  foil. 

Soon  fhall  the  yellow  wealth  whofe  fwelling  grains 
The  ftalk  low  bending  hardly  now  fuftains, 
Stor'd  in  the  barn  with  jocund  labor,  yield 
To  every  rural  fport  the  uncumber'd  field. 
The  pointer  then  fhall  o'er  the  fiubbled  vale 
Range  unconfin'd,  and  catch  the  tainted  gale : 
The  hound's  quick  fcent,   or  greyhound's  eager 

view, 
O'er  the  fmooth  plain  the  timid  hare  purfue  3 
Then  fwelling  on  the  burthen'd  breeze  afar, 
Shall  burfl  the  tumult  of  the  woodland  war; 
While  ruih  the  daring  youth  with  breathlefs  fpee$ 
To  fee  the  wily  fox  unpity'd  bleed. 
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Let  not  the  Muse  the  a&ive  toil  defpife, 

Or  from  the  chace  avert  her  angry  eyes : 

Though  gentle  *  Shenstone  deem'd  the  hunter's 

throat 

Drown'd  with  it's  clamorous  {train  the  lyric  note : 

Though  penfive  Thomson,  indolently  laid 

Beneath  the  filver  willows  trembling  made, 

Baiting  with  cruel  art  the  treacherous  hook, 

To  lure  the  guiltlefs  inmates  of  the  brook, 

Blame,  as  his  hands  the  barbed  weapon  draw 

From  the  mute  wretches  agonizing  jaw, 

Thofe,  who  in  manly  fport  with  frantic  joy 

The  rapid  tenants  of  the  wood  deltroy : 

Yet  has  the  warbling  lyre  in  many  a  {train 

Defcrib'd  the  a&ive  pleafures  of  the  plain. 

The  moral  bard  of  Windsor's  royal  groves 

Sings  of  the  hunter,  and  his  toil  approves j 

*  O  peace  to  yonder  clamorous  horn 
That  drowns  the  facred  lyre, 

E  4  Even 
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Even  he,  whofe  verfe  to  mortal  eyes  has  given 
The  wrath  of  angels,  and  the  wars  of  heaven, 
*  Joyful  has  liften'd  to  the  hounds,  and  horn, 
Roufing  with  chearful  peal  the  (lumbering  morn  t 
Nor  mall  with  brow  averfe  the  rural  Mus& 
To  Somerville  the  Poet's  meed  refufe, 
Whofe  fkilful  notes  each  fylvan  paftime  trace, 
And  teach  the  various  mazes  of  the  chace  $ 
Whence  livelier  thoughts  and  lighter  fpirits  rife, 
Strength  knits  the  limbs  and  courage  fires  the  eyes*, 
Glows  in  the  ruddy  cheek  a  purer  blood, 
And  rolls  the  tide  of  life  a  fprightlier  floc?d. 

Propitious  now  on  Britain's  favor'd  ifle 
Though   white-rob'd  Peace  and  jocund  Plenty 
fmile ; 

*  Oft  liftening  how  the  hounds  and  horn 
£hear]y  roufe  the  numbering  morn. 

Though 
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Though  while  her  wrath  on  hoftile  fhores  is  hurl'd* 
Unhurt  fhe  fits  amidft  a  warring  world ; 
Say,  have  the  tranquil  fcenes  which  now  we  fee 
Been  ever  fuch,  and  muft  they  ever  be  ? 
Ah !  may  not  Civil  Difcord  ftalk  again 
With  bloody  footfceps  o'er  her  ravaged  plain  ? 
Or  fell  invafion  wafte  her  fencelefs  coaft, 
Her  guardian  Fleet  by  adverfe  tempefts  tofs'd  ? 
Then,  if  our  country's  bleeding  breaft  demands 
The  aid  of  dauntlefs  breads,  and  ready  hands, 
To  the  ftout  race  who  haunt  the  hjll  and  dale 
Will  nothing  then  the  hunter's  toil  avail  ?— 
While  round  her  feeble  votary's  drooping  brow 
What  verdant  wreaths  mail  letter'd  (loth  beftow  ? 
In  vain  may  Patriot  Zeal  the  bofom  warm, 
If  pale  difeafe  unnerve  the  willing  arm  : 
While  the  bold  youth  whofe  hardy  frame  defies 
The  force  of  fighting  winds  and  angry  ikies ; 

Who 
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Who  braving  winter's  rage  purfues  the  chace, 
The  fleety  temped  rattling  in  his  face  % 
Or  when  the  dog-liar  fhoOts  his  fultry  rays, 
Rages  unconquer'd  by  the  fcorching  blaze ; 
Shall,  if  he  lead  Britannia's  ruftic  train, 
To  the  dread  conflict  of  fome  bloody  plain, 
Shrink  not,  though  fummer  funs  their  beams  unfold* 
Or  biting  frofts  intenfely  pierce  with  cold, 
But  Freedom's  call  with  ftedfaft  march  purfue 
Through  noontide's  fultry  heat,  or  midnight's  chill- 
ing dew. 

Too  much  the  enervate  bards  of  modern  days 
Attune  to  flothful  eafe  their  moral  lays ; 
The  feats  of  ancient  lore  their  favorite  theme, 
Lyceum's  fhade,  and  hoary  Academe; 
Forgetful  that  the  ftadium's  hardy  toil, 
The  boxer's  caeftus,  and  the  wreftler's  oil, 

Sent 
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Sent  Grecia's  heroes  forth  a  vigorous  train, 
Learn'd  in  the  fchools  and  vi&ors  on  the  plain* 
The  *  Athenian  fage,  his  Country's  pride  and 

fliame, 
Is  known  to  martial,  as  to  letter'd,  fame  ; 
Now  did  he  footh  with  truth's  divine  beheft, 
Young  Alcibiades,  thy  fervent  breaft, 
Now  through  the  paths  of  war  thy  fteps  he  led, 
And  t  rear'd  his  guardian  buckler  o'er  thy  head, 
And  X  ne>  wbofe  mind  with  aQive  virtue  fraught, 
Pra&is'd  each  leffbn  that  his  matter  taught, 
Not  fatisfied  of  love  divine  to  dream. 
By  the  ftill  margin  of  Ilissus'  flream, 
Or  in  warm  Fancy's  vivid  tints  to  draw 
Ideal  forms  of  Polity  and  Law  -f 

*  Socrates. 

f  Plutarch  mentions  the  circumftance  of  Alcibiades  being 
wounded  at  Potidaea,  and  refcued  by  Socrates, 
%  Xenophon. 

The 
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The  illuftrious  Chief  who  led  his  glorious  band 
O'er  barren  rocks,  and  deferts  black  with  fand, 
Still  undifmay'd  amid  furrounding  woes, 
Still  fcattering  terror  on  unnumber'd  foes. 
Learn'd  midil  the  echoing  forefts  to  fuftain 
The  toils  of  war  and  all  her  horrid  train ; 
Then  taught,  defcending  to  the  embattled  field, 
Barbarian  rage  and  Psrsian  wiles  to  yield. 

Let  Luxury's  vain  fons  with  carelefs  pride 
The  votaries  firm  of  manly  toil  deride, 
Wrap'd  in  inglorious  floth,  let  them  defpife 
The  noble  thirft  of  glorious  enterprife. 
But  mall  the  Muse,  whofe  hand  mould  point  the 

road 
Which  leads  o'er  rugged  fteeps  to  fame's  abode ; 
Whofe  voice  fhould  loudly  chant  each  Hero's  name, 
To  wake  in  other  minds  a  kindred  flame  ? — 

Shall 
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Shall  fhe  inglorious  now  in  firen  lays 
Lavifh  on  harmlefs  Indolence  her  praife; 
Damp  the  ftrong  flame  that  warms  the  noble  breaft. 
And  hum  each  generous  paffion  into  reft? 
Shall  fne  to  thofe  alone  confine  the  fong. 
Who  creep  obfcure  life's  tranquil  vale  along,, 
And  blame  the  dauntlefs  few  who  dare  explore 
The  dangerous  rocks  of  bold  Ambition's  more; 
Who  tempt  with  venturous  prow  life's  ftormy  feasa 
And  toil  themfelves  to  buy  for  others  eafe; 
Unaw'd  by  tyrant  power,  or  faclious  hate, 
Who  tread  with  blamelefs  feet  the  paths  of  (late  • 
Or  pluck  bight  honor's  facred  meed  afar, 
Undaunted,  from  the  frowning  front  of  war? 
Well  may  with  pious  hand  the  indignant  Muse 
To  many  a  Vigor's  brow  the  wreath  refufe, 
Well  may  {he  tear  the  laurel  vainly  fpread 
O'er  many  a  King's  and  many  a  Warrior's  head; 

And 
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And  curfe  a  Cesar's  or  a  Cromwell's  name, 
Though  erring  myriads  call  their  ravage  fame* 
But  mail  not  they  who  conquer,  or  who  die, 
In  the  great  ftrife  of  injur 'd  Liberty, 
A  tribute  from  the  peaceful  bard  expect, 
Sung  by  thofe  Muses  whom  their  fwords  prote6t  ? 
Say  cannot  Greece  and  Rome  their  warriors  bring, 
To  whom  even  Virtue's  hand  might  ftrike  the  firing  ? 
Say  cannot  Albion,  'mongfl  whofe  fons  we  find 
All  that  exalts  and  dignifies  mankind  ; 
Say  cannot  me  afford  fuch  themes  of  praife 
As  well  might  grace  the  poet's  chafteft  lays  ? 
She  can! — ihe  can!— -Her  Alfred  planning  laws. 
Her  Godlike  Hambden  bleeding  in  their  caufej 
Guiding  with  uncorrupted  hands  the  ftate 
Her  Walsingham  in  fcorn  of  fortune  great; 
Her  gallant  Wolfe  triumphant  even  in  death, 
While  weeping  Victory  caught  his  parting  breath  ; 

Her 
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Her  Hawke,  whofe  ardor  rocks  nor  fhoals  could 

bar, 
Nor  the  dread  rage  of  elemental  war, 
While  his  bold  fleet  the  Gaul's  defign  exploress 
Deftroys  his  navy,  and  infults  his  fhores; 
Are  themes  whofe  force  the  coldefl  bard  may 

fire, 
To  call  forth  rapture  from  his  founding  lyre, 
While  Truth  ftiall  liften  to  the  warbling  firings, 
And  Reafon  vindicate  what  Fancy  fings. 

Enough,  rafli  Muse!   tempt  not  the  arduous 
height 
Which  afks  the  Epic  or  Pindaric  flight : 
)  To  the  fair  vale  again  reduce  the  lay, 
Ere  envious  twilight  fnatch  the  fcene  away  5 
For  evening's  fhades  with  deepening  tint  prevai!a 
And  darknefs  foon  fliall  wrap  the  mifty  dale. 

2  .  Her$ 
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Here  *  Coleshill's  towers  demand  their  fhare  of 

famej 
Proud  of  their  fite,  and  their  great  ArtifV's  name| 
There,  fhelter'd  from  the  ftorm  by  bowering  trees, 
The  milder  charms  of  verdant  f  Becket  pleafe; 
What  though  her  level  lawn  nor  finks,  nor  fwellsj 
Forms  riling  hills,  or  hollow-winding  dells; 
Yet  every  friend  to  genuine  tafte,  who  roves 
Or  by  her  mining  lakes  or  through  her  groves, 
Shall  fee  a  Grace  in  every  folemil  fliade, 
And  own  that  Beauty  crowns  each  watery  glade* 
Let  Tafte  capricious  ftrive  to  charm  the  heart 
With  all  the  nice  perplexities  of  art, 
With  toil  immenfe  a  fickly  fcene  produce 
Trifling  in  ornament  as  void  of  ufe. 
Bid  Britain's, hills  Arabia's  fweei 
Bid  in  our  vales  Sabjean  rofes  bloc 


*  The  feat  of  the  Earl  of  Radnor,  built  is 

-f  The  feat  of  Lord  Barring'ton. 


n 
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Bid  fummer's  fruits  'mid  winter's  frofts  appear, 
Force  ftubborn  Nature  and  invert  the  year. 
To  blend  utility  with  each  defign 
The  nobler  praife,  O  Barrington  !  be  thine 5 \ 
The  fmooth  canal  whofe  ample  meet  fupplies" 
Food  for  the  board,  and  pleafure  to  the  eyes, 
O'er  the  morafs  in  mining  volumes  laid 
Drains  the  moid  furface  of  the  rufhy  glade, 
And    where     the    marlh    and    frequent    flougli 

impede 
The    fhatter'd    carriage,     and    the    floundering 

fteed, 
There  the  firm  caufeys  form'd  by  ufeful  care 
O'er  the  deep  vale  the  thankful  traveller  bear. 

Contract   the   profpe£t  now,    and  mark   more 
near 
Fair  Faringdon  her  humble  turret  rear, 

vol.  11.  F  Where 
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*  Where  once  the  tapering  noire  confpicuous  grew, 
Till  civil  flrife  the  facred  pile  o'erthrew : 
For  as  on  haplefs  Stuart's  ruin  bent, 
Againft  yon  walls  their  lord  his  thunder  fent, 
And  led  with  ruthlefs  rage  the  hoftile  train, 
While  his  own  weeping  Lar.es  plead  in  vain; 
The  balls  invade,  with  erring  fury  driven, 
The  hallow'd  ftru&ure  confecrate  to  heaven. 
Such  is  alas  the  baleful  fruit  that  fprings 
From  factious  fubje&s  and  oppreffive  kings ! 

Beneath  yon  roof  by  the  cold  pavement  prefs'd, 
My  peaceful  fires  in  folemn  filence  reft. — 

*  Faringdon-houfe  had  a  royal  garrifon  in  the  civil  wars,, 
and  was  one  of  the  laft  places  that  held  out  for  the  king ;  re- 
pulfing  with  great  lofs  a  large  party  of  the  Parliament  forces, 
juft  before  the  furrender  of  Oxford.  Sir  Robert  Pye,  owner 
of  the  houfe,  who  married  Anne  the  eldeft  daughter  of 
Hambden,  and  was  a  Colonel  in  the  Parliament  army,  com- 
manded this  attack,  in  which  the  fpire  of  Faringdon  Church 
was  beaten  down  by  the  artillery. 


Imagination 
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Imagination  flags  her  pinions  here, 
And  o'er  the  marble  drops  the  filial  tear; 
Here  too  the  Muse  prepares  the  votive  verfe, 
The  mournful  tribute  to  a  Parent's  herfe; — 
O  facred  Name  !  by  every  tie  endear'd ! 
Lov'd  by  your  friends,  by  all  who  knew  rever'd. 
How  well  you  bore,  to  Freedom  ever  juft, 
This  fertile  County's  delegated  Trull, 
The  British  Senate  faw,  when  firm  you  flood, 
Firm  to  fair  Virtue,  and  your  Country's  good; 
Friend  to  the  worth  from  Patriot  Zeal  that  fprings, 
No  dupe  to  Faction,  and  no  Slave  to  Kings. 
How  far  your  private  merits  could  extend, 
How  kind  a  Father,  and  how  warm  a  Friend, 
My  faultering  voice  would  firive  to  fing  in  vain, 
For  gufhing  tears  would  choke  the  imperfeci  ftrain ; 
The  force  of  words  unequal  to  impart 
The  flrong  fenfations  of  my  heaving  heart. 

F  2  Here 


6$  FARINGDON    HILL.      Book  II. 

Here  ever  {lumbering  with  the  filent  dead, 
Thy  daughter,  glorious  Hambden!  refts  her  head. 
Ah  cruel  mother !  fay,  why  does  not  here 
Thy  youthful  *  Hambden  prefs  his  early  bier? 
Why  does  no  (toned  urn  his  worth  proclaim, 
Who  fhar'd  his  grandlire's  virtues  with  his  name  ?— 
Untimely  on  a  diftant  more  he  died, 
The  wretched  viclim  of  a  parent's  pride. 

Ye  mourning  Loves  and  Graces,  aid  the  verfes 

While  I  in  plaintive  notes  his  woes  rehearfe ; 

To  thefe  his  native  fields  his  wrongs  relate, 

The  haplefs  ftory  of  a  Lover's  fate. 

His  youthful  form  could  boaft  each  manly  grace* 

Health  ftrung  his  nerves,   and  beauty  deck'd  his 

face; 

*  Mr.  Hambden  Pye,  eldefl.  fon  of  Sir  Robert  Pye,  who 

marrying  contrary  to  the  wifhes  of  his  parents,  went  abroad, 

and  was  killed  in  an  expedition  again  il  the  coaft  of  Spain, 

tor  Spaniih  America. 

Ingenuous 
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Ingenuous  fhame,  and  truth  that  fcorns  difguife, 
Glow  in  his  cheek,  and  fparkle  in  his  eyes : 
But  ah !  when  manhood  now  with  genial  ray 
Began  to  call  his  virtues  into  day, 
Love !  all  controling  Love !  whofe  fatal  power 
Spares    the    rank    weed    to   crop    the    blufhing 

flower, 
Nip'd  all  his  ripening  graces  in  their  bloom, 
And  early  mark'd  his  merits  for  the  tomb. 

An  aged  fwain,  whofe  lowly  cottage  ftood 
Where  'midft  the  valley  fpreads  yon  riling  wood, 
A  lovely  daughter  had,  whofe  macchleis  form 
The  frozen  heart  of  faplefs  age  might  warm : 
With  falling  fnow  her  polifh'd  (kin  could  vie, 
Her  lips  the  coral  fham'd,  the  jet  her  eye : 
There  love  and  modefty  united  fpeak, 
j^nd  opening  rofes  paint  her  glowing  cheek  $ 

¥  3  Tfae 
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The  foft  redundance  of  her  hair  behind 
Flow'd  loofe,  and  carelefs  wanton'd  in  the  wind; 
Such  powerful   charms   the   youthful  Hambden 

fire, 
He  faw  perfection,  and  he  felt  defire : 
The  growing  paffion  every  thought  employs, 
Difturbs  his  peace,  and  poifons  all  his  joys. 
Maria's  image  ever  in  his  bread 
His  daily  eafe  deftroys  and  nightly  reft ; 
From  his  wan  cheek  the  lively  crimfon  flies, 
And  fmiling  health  forfakes  his  finking  eyes: 
No  more    his    well-breath'd    hounds,     at    early 

dawn 
Ranging,  daih  eager  o'er  the  dewy  lawn; 
Now  fad  he  wanders  through  the  fylvan  glades, 
And  fighs  refponfive  to  the  lonefome  {hades* 
Each  Echo  anfwers  to  his  mournful  tale, 
And  peniive  numbers  float  on  every  gale, 

But, 
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But,  as  increafing  Love  refiftlefs  grew, 
From  his  torn  bofom  vanquifh'd  Prudence  flew; 
To  fair  Maria's  feet  he  fighing  came, 
Confefs'd  her  empire  and  avow'd  his  flame ; 
Soon  his  foft  words  the  beauteous  virgin  move, 
And  fecret  Hymen  crown'd  his  eager  love. 
Now  peace  and  happinefs  appear  to  fpread 

Their  flattering  pinions  o'er  his  favor'd  head; 

Love  every  joy  and  every  charm  fupplies, 

And  marks  each  golden  moment  as  it  flies. 

Ah  haplefs  pair  !  the  fhort-liv'd  blifs  enjoy, 

Soon  mail  impending  clouds  your  calm  deflroy ; 

Even   now,    with   more   than  mortal  vengeance 
red, 

The  tempeft  burfts  on  each  devoted  head. 

Ten  quick-revolving  moons  had  roll'd  away, 
And  fmiling  tranfport  crown'd  each  bappy  day ; 
F  4  When 
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When  various  fymptoms  to  the  world  difclofe 
Maria  foon  mult  feel  a  mother's  throes: 
The  bufy  neighbours  round  the  tale  proclaim, 
And  fcowling  Envy  triumphs  in  her  fhame. 
At  length  the  generous  youth,  diftrefs'd  to  hear 
Each  clowniih  tongue  her  reputation  tear, 
Throws  with  indignant  fcorn  the  veil  afide, 
And  owns  the  fair  Maria  for  his  bride. 
Soon  as  his  cruel  mother  heard  the  tale, 
Swift  grows  her  cheek  with  trembling  anger  pale; 
In  vain  his  youth,  in  vain  her  beauties  plead, 
Inftant  revenge  purfues  the  imprudent  deed; 
No  worth  could  pleafe  to  peafants  when  allied, 
No  charms  difarm  the  force  of  female  pride.—* 
Say  did  thy  Father  fuch  diftin£tions  find, 
Amidfl  the  equal  race  of  human  kind, 
When  his  keen  fword  he  drew  in  Freedom's  caufe, 
And  bled  to  vindicate  her  trampled  laws  ? 

While 
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While  rage  and  hate  the  ruthlefs  matron  fire, 
She  bears  the  fatal  tidings  to  his  fire, 
Tries  every  art  a  father's  wrath  to  move, 
Awake  his  vengeance,  and  fubdue  his  love. 
With  favage  cruelty  they  now  divide 
The  haplefs  Hambden  from  his  weeping  bride: 
She  rends  her  hair,  and  beats  her  bread  in  vain, 
Torn  from  her  arms  he  feeks  the  diftant  main. 
It  chanc'd  that  Britain's  hardy  fons  prepare    ' 
To  pour  on  haughty  Spain  their  naval  war. — 
Brief  let  me  be,  the  winds  propitious  blew, 
Proud  o'er  the  waves  the  gallant  navy  flew  ; 
Britain  aloft  her  bloody  enfign  fpread, 
Iberia  faw,  me  trembled,  and  fhe  fled; 
"While  her  refiftlefs  foes  exulting  bore 
The  fpoils  of  India  to  their  native  fhore. — 
Ah  gallant  youth !  nor  native  fhore,  nor  friend, 
Shall  e'er  to  thee  their  welcome  fight  extend ; 

Far 
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Far  on  a  hoftile  coaft  thy  body  lies, 
WafrYd    by   rude   waves,   or  fcorch'd   by   fultry 
{kits. 

When  fad  Maria  heard  the  tale  of  woe, 
From  her  full  eyes  no  gufhing  torrents  flow ; 
No  current  gives  her  burthen'd  breaft  relief, 
But  pale  fhe  fullen  fits  in  filent  grief; 
Till  her  heart  burfting  with  redoubled  fighs, 
She  calls  her  much  lov'd  Hambden's  name,  and 

dies. 
The  haughty  parents,  then  alas  too  late! 
Mourn  their  unhappy  fon's  difaftrous  fate; 
Grieve  for  the  woes  their  fatal  rage  fupply'd, 
Tear  their  gray  locks,   and'  curfe   their  foolifh 

pride; 
Pour  tears  of  anguifh  o'er  Maria's  grave, 
And  weep  the  viftims  they  refus'd  to  fave. 

Turn 
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Turn  from  thefe  folemn  fcenes  the  averted  head. 
The  awful  manfions  of  the  filent  dead! 
To  where  the  green-rob'd  Dryads  joyful  rove 
'Midft  the  thick  foliage  of  yon  echoing  grove. — 
Ah  blifsful  feats !  beneath  whofe  pleafing  (hade 
My  Childhood  and  ray  Youth  delighted  ftray'd  ; 
Here  firft  ray  eyes  beheld  the  gems  that  mine 
Bright  and  refplendent  from  the  claflic  mine ; 
While  as  I  gaz'd  my  youthful  bofom  glow'd, 
And  from  my  tongue  untutor'd  numbers  flow'd. 
Here  far  from  every  felfifh  paffion's  reach, 
"Which  the  world's  dangerous  fchool  will  often  teach, 
I  pour'd  to  real  Love  one  artlefs  tear, 
And  breath 'd  at  Friendfhip's  fhrine  the  vow  fincere. 
The  Muses  here  their  grateful  offerings  pay, 
And  dedicate  to  you  their  doling  lay ; 
Nor  afk  a  brighter  wreath  to  grace  their  fong, 
Than  verdant  grows  thefe  waving  woods  among. 

Bleft, 
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Bleft,  happy  Regions  !  feats  of  joy  and  eafe  ! 
Which  ftill  have  pleas'd  me,  and  muft  ever  pleafe ; 
Should  e'er  a  Tyrant's  Sway,  or  Faction's  Roar, 
Drive  Liberty  from  this  her  native  fhore; 
Though  following  her,  I'd  rather  friendlefs  go 
Through  Afric's  burning  wafles,    or  Zemblas 

fnow, 
Than  haunt  thefe  much-lov'd  fhades  and  favorite 

fprings, 
Robb'd  of  the  joys  that  independence  brings : 
Yet  mould  I  wander  to  a  fairer  plain 
Than  thought  can  paint,  or  youthful  fancy  feign ; 
Still  mould  I  load  with  fighs  the  recklefs  wind, 
Still  weep  thofe  darling  fcenes  I  left  behind. 
If  this  be  weaknefs !  from  my  beating  heart 
O  never ! — never !  may  that  weaknefs  part ! — ■ 
Let  the  proud  Stoic  with  difdainful  eyes 
The  thought  of  local  prejudice  defpife^ 

And 
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And  boaft  in  every  foil  and  every  air 
Where  Virtue  florifhes,  his  countiy  there; 
But  afk  the  generous  train  whofe  bofoms  beat 
With  gentle  feelings,  as  with  patriot  heat; 
Would  not  to  fee  each  long-frequented  fhade 
Low  on  the  earth  by  hoftile  vengeance  laid. 
On  Albion's  defolated  fields  to  gaze, 
See  her  towers  fall,  her  fplendid  cities  blaze; 
Though  every  friend  had  left  the  ruin'd  coaft, 
And  weeping  Freedom  mourn'd  her  empire  lofta 
Still  with  new  rage  their  kindling  breafts  infpire, 
And  bid  their  bofoms  glow  with  fiercer  fire, 
But  far  from  us  fuch  fad  events  fhall  be, 
If  aught  the  Muse  prophetic  can  forefee; 
Still  Peace  and  heavenly  Liberty  fhall  fmile, 
With  wonted  fweetnefs  on  their  long-lov'd  ifle ; 
Pale  Tyranny  avoid  the  hoftile  more, 
And  Faction  lift  her  fcorpion  fcourge  no  more; 

Each 
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Each  freeborn  fwain  Hill  reap  with  thankful  hand, 
Secure  from  wrongs,  the  produce  of  his  land : 
And  lovely  Faringdon  f  my  voice  fhall  ftill 
Or  in  thy  groves,  or  on  this  healthful  hill, 
In  ruftic  numbers  {ing  the  happy  plains, 
Where  Freedom  triumphs,  and  where  Brunswick 
reigns. 
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S  when  the  ftream  by  cafual  fountains  fed 
firft  gufhes  from  the  cavern's  moffy  bed. 
Darning  from  rock  to  rock,  the  fcanty  rill 
With  no  luxuriant  herbage  clothes  the  hill; 
Yet  when  increas'd  the  ampler  current  flows, 
Each  bordering  mead  with  deeper  verdure  glows, 
It's  lingering  waves  through  painted  vallies  glide, 
And  Health  and  Plenty  deck  it's  verdant  fide; 
vol  ii.  G-  Till 
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Till    fwell'd    by    wintry    ftorms    and    fweeping 

rains, 
If  chance  it's  rifing  deluge  drown  the  plains, 
The  flagnate  waters  choke  the  fedgy  foil, 
And  the  fond  hopes  of  future  harvefls  foil: 
So  firft  Refinement  in  it's  infant  hour 
Sheds  o'er  the  favage  tribe  an  ufelefs  power, 
Nor  can  it's  feeble  energy  impart 
Or  grace  or  foftnefs  to  the  human  heart ; 
But  when  in  Reafon's  moderate  bounds  confln'd 
It's  plenteous  ftreams  invigorate  the  mind, 
The  rifing  Arts  their  genial  influence  fhare, 
And  all  the  focial  Virtues  flouriffi  there; 
Till  Luxury's  polluting  torrents  roll 
A  flood  definitive  o'er  the  enervate  foul, 
And  to  the  flowers  of  generous  growth  fucceeds 
The  baneful  progeny  of  Vice's  weeds. 

Man, 
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Man,  ere  by  rules  of  civil  compacl  taught, 
(Uncouth  his  form,  and  unimprov'd  his  thought,) 
O'er  the  rude  wade  a  felfifh  favage  goes, 
Nor  mutual  cares,  nor  mutual  kindnefs  knows, 
How  to  fubfift  his  Being's  fole  employ, 
Strength  all  his  art,  and  rapine  all  his  joy ; 
And  where  a  fteril  foil,  and  frowning  heaven^ 
Are  to  his  race  by  ruthlefs  Nature  given, 
Compell'd  by  chace  his  fcanty  food  to  gain, 
Pierc'd  by  .fharp  winds,  or  drench'd  by  chilling  rain, 
While  from  the  aifailing  climate,  rigid  grown, 
The  alter'd  fibres  lofe  each  nicer  tone, 
Long  is  the  torpid  foul  by  want  opprefs'd, 
And  dawning  Reafon  flowly  lights  the  breaft. 
But  when  his  milder,  happier  portion,  lies 
In  kindly  regions,  and  more  genial  fkies, 
Where  balmy  fweets  the  ambient  gales  di{penfes 
And  native  Luxury  enchants  the  fenfe, 

G  2  Wrhere 
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Where  Earth  difdaining  cultivation's  care 
Bids  her  free  fons  the  lufcious  banquet  fhare, 
And  the  thick  groves  a  roof  fufficient  fpread 
To  fhield  from  dews  and   heat  the  {lumbering 

head; 
Prefs'd  by  no  want,  in  leifure's  vacant  hours 
The  expanding  Mind  perceives  her  latent  powers, 
And  from  the  filken  air  the  nerves  derive, 
To  each  fenfation  tremblingly  alive, 
Pleafures  uncheck'd  by  labor's  fiern  control, 
And  bear  each  finer  feeling  to  the  foul. 

Then  as  reclining  on  the  fertile  foil, 
Unknown  the  want  of  culture's  ftubborn  toil, 
His  grazing  charge  the  gentle  herdfman  tends, 
And  o'er  the  vale  his  eye  delighted  bends, 
Ten  thoufand  lovely  images  fuggefl 
The  dreams  of  Fancy  to  his  tranquil  breaft, 

The 
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The  female  form  his  foften'd  heart  infpires 
With  milder  thoughts  and  more  refin'd  defires, 
Sweet  notes  of  rural  courtfhip  fill  the  grove, 
And  flow  the  tender  ftrains  of  paftoral  love :• 
Or  as  his  eyes  the  nightly  ether  view, 
And    trace    the     heavenly    concave's    cloudlefs 

blue, 
He  learns  to  know  what  different  figns  appear 
To  guide  and  regulate  the  varied  year; 
Obferves  the  changeful  Moon  alternate  mow 
Her  orb  full-beaming,  and  her  waning  bow, 
And  marks  the  inferior  Planets  as  they  roll 
In  dated  periods  round  the  mining  pole. 

Hence  every  charm  that  polifh'd  Nature  knows, 
All  that  eludes  or  weakens  human  woes 
Firft  dawn'd  in  regions  where  the  folar  beam 
Pours  with  fuperior  force  the  effulgent  ftream, 

G  3  And 
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And  to  our  view  the  infant  Arts  arife 
Beneath  the  warmth  of  Asia's  foftering  fkies, 
Or  on  Araeia's  happier  coafls  inhale, 
Loaded  with  fweets,  the  aromatic  gale, 
Or  with  attentive  ear  the  fables  learn 
Of  myftic  lore,  by  Nile's  redundant  urn; 
Till  gently  wafted  by  the  favoring  breeze 
O'er  the  fmooth  furface  of  Ionian  feas, 
The  fmiling  train  their  lovely  offspring  bore 
To  rife  and  flourifh  on  the  Grecian  more. 

Inventive  Fancy  emulous  to  raife 
For  Worth  deceased  the  monument  of  p raife, 
To  bid  Fame  live  beyond  this  tranfient  breath, 
And  fnatch  heroic  deeds  from  icy  death, 
With  filial  love  the  frail  memorial  rear'd, 
And    the    heap'd    fragment    mark'd    the    tomb 
pever'd : 

But 
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But  vain  the  pious  care ! — Oblivion's  fway 
Soon  fwept  each  undiftinguifh'd  name  away, 
The  ftory  of  renown  no  bread  retains, 
Andunexplain'd  the  mouldering  pile  remains. 
Then  ripening  Genius  fought  the  Mufes  aid, 
And  ruftic  Verfe  it's  opening  powers  difplay'd ; 
Though  no  foft  grace  of  polifh'd  di&ion  fhine, 
Though  harm  the  cadence,and  though  rude  the  line, 
Yet  ftrengthen'd  Memory  felt  the  ufeful  art 
That  fix'd  the  favorite  legend  in  the  heart ; 
The  hoary  Sage  the  fure  advantage  faw, 
And  in  rough  ftrains  promulg'd  his  fimple  law, 
In. the  fhort  verfe  the  moral  rule  comprefs'd, 
And  early  form'd  to  truth  the  docile  breaft. 
The  infant  warblings  of  the  Mufes  lyre 
Subdue  the  will  perverfe,  and  paffion  dire; 
Their  gloomy  wilds  the  favage  race  forfook 
As  Orpheus  fung,  and  milder  manners  took, 

G  4  And 
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And  charm'd  to  order  by  Amph ion's  lay 
The  forms  of  civil  life  mankind  obey. 

As  burfts  the  beam  of  day  through  clouded  fkies 
At  length  with  light  ethereal  Letters  rife, 
To  chain  the  fleeting  found  their  magic  taught, 
Portray'd  the  Idea,  and  embodied  thought ; 
Bleft,  happieft,  privilege  to  mortals  given ! 
Which  wings   the    afpiring  foul  from   Earth   to 

Heaven. 
Whether  progreffive  fkill  the  art  acquir'd, 
Or  power  divine  the  facred  gift  infpir'd ; 
Whether  a  mere  invention  of  the  Mind 
As  opening  Science  civiliz'd  mankind, 
Or  a  peculiar  mark  of  heavenly  grace 
At  firft  beftow'd  on  Israel's  favor'd  race 
Though  Reafon  doubt  ; — from  morn  to  fctting  day 
The  various  tribes  of  human-kind  furvey, 

And 
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And  own  that  all  who  following  Wifdom's  plan 

Fulfil  thofe  duties  that  diftinguifh  Man ; 

All  who  extend  their  penetrating  fight 

Beyond  the  reach  of  animal  delight, 

This  bleffing  from  one  common  fountain  fhare, 

Though  ting'd  with  ignorance,  or  refin'd  by  care : 

Even  Greece  where letter'd  Science  profper'd bell 

It's  oriental  origin  confefs'd, 

Fix'd  by  the  fabled  Author  Asia's  claim, 

And  mark'd  it's  fource  by  *  Cadmus'  myftic  name. 

As  the  ripe  feed  when  fown  with  fkilful  toil 
Soon  feels  the  influence  of  a  friendly  foil, 
With  rapid  (hoots  the  planter's  care  repays, 
And  high  in  air  it's  waving  boughs  difplays; 
So  Greece  beheld  the  ingenuous  Arts  expand 
In  her  congenial  air,  and  kindly  land, 

*  Cadmus   is   derived  from  a  word  in   the  oriental  lan- 
guages, fignifying  the  Eaft. 

2  While 
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While  Freedom  by  the  infulting  defpot  driven 
From    Southe  n    climes,     and    Asia's    warmer 

heaven, 
Fix'd  with  delight  her  European  throne 
Oe'r  favor'd  realms,  and  regions  all  her  own. 
Cheer'd    by    her    fway    each    (lumbering    Mufe 

awakes, 
And  from  her  fmiles  fuperior  vigor  takes : 
Now  Poefy  with  animating  fire 
Throws  her  bold  fingers  o'er  the  Epic  wire, 
And  Lyric  Extafy  exulting  fings. 
Borne  on  the  Thjeban  eagle's  towering  wings, 
While  the  chafle  Drama  rifing  by  degrees, 
By  care  fucceffive  polifh'd,  learns  to  pleafe, 
From  the  rude  outlines  of  the  mimic  art 
Firfl  (hewn  by  Thespis  in  his  wandering  cart, 
To  the  fam'd  Bards  whofe  labor'd  fcenes  engage 
The  dumb  attention  of  the  Attic  ftage. 

i  Soon 


Part  I.      OF    REFINEMENT.  91 

Soon  every  Science,  every  Art  fucceeds, 
Happy  to  follow  where  a  Sifter  leads. 
Charm'd  from  her  feats  on  Egypt's  watery  plain? 
And  freed  from  fabling  Error's  my  flic  chain, 
Through  the  {till  gloom  of  Academus'  made 
Philofophy  with  folemn  footftep  ftray'd; 
Bold  Imitation  {till  to  Nature  true 
The  perfecl  form  from  perfect,  models  drew, 
For  ne'er  were  equall'd  Grecia's  lovely  race 
Or  for  the  fauklefs  fhape,  or  beauteous  face, 
Mufic  devoid  of  each  capricious  art 
Touch'd  with  her  fweeteft  melody  the  heart: 
And  Architecture  plann'd,  in  awful  ft  ate 
The  Dome  with  juft  proportion  {Imply  great, 
Or  nobly  plain  the  Doric  pile  appear'd, 
Or  her  light  column  foft  Ionia  rear'd, 
Or  Corinth  bade  her  polifh'd  Temples  rife 
With  ornamental  grandeur  to  the  ikies. 

With 
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With  force  united  this  illuftrious  train 
Grac'd  the  loud  forum,  and  the  holy  fane, 
But  chiefly  were  their  magic  charms  combin'd 
When  the  lov'd  Drama fix'd  the  Athenian  mind : 
Whether  the  drops  of  generous  pity  fpring 
At  the  fad  fate  of  Thebes'  unhappy  King, 
Or  glows  the  exulting  heart  with  patriot  flame 
To  hear  the  tale  of  G&ecia's  ancient  fame, 
On  this  delightful  fource  of  virtuous  joy 
The  lavifli  Arts  their  choicer!  (kill  employ, 
And  all  their  various  powers  at  once  convene 
To  drefs  in  gorgeous  pomp  the  attractive  fcene. 

Encourag'd  thus  by  Freedom's  favoring  fmiles, 
While  every  Mufe  the  liftening  ear  beguiles, 
While  Wifdom  grave,   and  poliih'd  Grace  com- 

bine, 
At  once  to  form  the  Virtues,  and  refine, 

Improvement 
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Improvement  fpreads  to  life's  more  humble  cares, 
And  Induftry  the  happy  influence  fhares: 
Down  the  fteep  cliff,  and  o'er  the  craggy  brow 
Strong  Agriculture  drives  his  laboring  plow, 
And  to  the  currents  of  the  rifing  gale 
Adventurous  Commerce  trufts  her  fwelling  fail ; 
To  the  bleak  rock  the  cultur'd  glebe  fucceeds, 
Where  waves  the  harveft  and  the  vintage  bleeds, 
And  the  fraught  veffel  with  her  woven  wings 
The  wealth  of  nations  to  Piraeus  brings. 

Rous'd  by  thofe  honors  cull'd  by  Glory's  hand 
To  drefs  the  Viftor  on  the  Olympic  fand, 
With  a&ive  toil  each  ardent  {tripling  tries 
To  bind  his  forehead  with  the  immortal  prize ; 
Hence  ftrength  and  beauty  deck  the  Grjecian 

race, 
And  manly  labor  gives  them  manly  grace.r- 

Yet 
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Yet  while  the  fcenes  of  Nature  and  of  Art 
The  perfect  forms  of  elegance  impart, 
While  Wifdom's  facred  lore  the  bofom  warms, 
And  brighter  Virtue  boafts  her  moral  charms, 
The  blifs  in  focial  intercourfe  that  lies 
Unknown  they  lofe,  or  knowing  they  defpife,, 
Illiberal  folly  'midit  their  mirth  we  find, 
And  favage  groffnefs  taints  the  nobleft  mind, 
The  genial  board  licentious  fports  beguile, 
And  fages  woo  the  harlot's  venal  fmile. 
For  the  foft  Sex  whofe  mild  enchanting  power 
With  gentle  pleafure  cheers  the  feftal  hour, 
Denied  the  banquet's  temperate  joys  to  fhare, 
Are  the  mere  drudges  made  of  houfhold  care  -f 
Hence  faint  the  force  of  that  refin'd  defire 
Which  modeft  Beauty  only  can  infpire. 
To  other  paths  diverted  paffion  turns, 
And  with  enthufiaft  ardor  Friendship  burns. — i 

Far 
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Far  be  it  from  the  virgin  Mufe  to  try 
O'er  that  myfterious  fcene  to  throw  her  eye. 
Enough  for  her,  while  every  manly  bread 
She  fees  in  Virtue's  pureft  radiance  drefs'd, 
Sees  every  heart,  with  patriot  Glory  warm, 
Check  the  proud  war,  or  perifli  in  the  ftoim, 
To  cry  like  Philip  on  that  fatal  plain 
Where  Victory  wept  the  facred  Thebans  (lain, 
Curs'd  be  the  fianderous  tongue  that  worth  like 
this  would  flain.  J 


b 


Though  fome  prevailing  characters  we  trace 
Through  every  nation  of  the  Grecian  race, 
Though    Superftition,     Manners,     Speech,     the 

fame, 
One  common  origin  to  all  proclaim  * 
Though  when  the  different  ftates  affembled  Hood 
By  Pisa's  fhades,  or  fair  Cast  alia  s  flood, 

Where 
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Where  each  time-hallow'd  rite  confpir'd  to  draw 

On  the  full  feftival  religious  awe, 

By  the  mix'd  forms  of  mutual  converfe  taught 

The  feparate  tribes  congenial  features  caught ; 

Yet  Greece  no  general  bond  of  empire  found 

Which  all  her  fons  in  one  firm  compact  bound, 

But  each  republic  as  it's  fabric  rofe 

Peculiar  laws,  peculiar  cuftoms  chofe. 

Sparta,  where  royal  power's  divided  fway 

Alternate  knew  to  govern  and  obey, 

Where  Kings  and  People  equal  rule  reftrain'd> 

And  rigid  Law  the  only  tyrant  reign'd, 

Saw  grave  Folitenefs  fpread  her  fober  grace, 

And  Modefty  fuffufe  the  warrior's  face  : 

No  fubtle  reafoning  mov'd  her  fteady  throng* 

But  every  fentence  clear,  concife,  and  ftrong, 

In  artlefs  guife  the  fpeaker's  mind  convey 'd, 

And  fimple  language  fimple  truths  difplay'd : 

No 
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No  Luxury  debauch'd  her  frugal  train, 
For  public  glory  there,  was  private  gain. 
While- Athens,  where  alike  with  frantic  zeal 
All  aim'd  by  turns  to  guide  the  general  weal, 
For.  wide  her  bleffings  ample  Freedom  threw, 
And  every  voice  an  equal  fuffrage  knew ; 
Athens  beheld  her  fons  forego  their  claim, 
The  fubftance  quitting  for  the  (hadowy  name, 
And  noify  Faction  at  Ambition's  call 
Ufurp'd  that  empire  which  belong'd  to  allj 
While  fpecious  Demagogues  feduced  the  fenfe 
With  all  the  flowery  tropes  of  eloquence, 
And  the  free  audience  polifh'd,  and  fevere, 
Mark'd  each  oration  with  a  critic  ear. 
In  vain  might  Prudence  raife  her  warning  voice 
If  foft  perfuafion  won  the  public  choice, 
In  vain  it's  aims  might  patriot  care  purfue 
If  one  miftaken  accent  cenfure  drew. 
vol.  11.  H  Awaken'd 
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Awaken'd  thus  to  every  thrill  of  joy- 
While  arts  of  elegance  their  thoughts  employ, 
Borne  by  the  tide  of  eloquence  along, 
Mov'd  by  a  tale,  a  fable,  or  a  fong, 
Of  their  own  delegated  powers  afraid, 
Defpifing  laws  by  their  own  fuffrage  made, 
The  fickle  race  impatient  of  control 
Rufh  headlong  onward  to  Corruption's  goal : 
What  patriot  fage  to  turn  the  current  tries 
Is  doom'd  to  exile,  or  by  poifon  dies, 
And  him  they  raife  who  impudent  ?nd  loud 
Inflames  the  paffions  of  the  giddy  croud : 
And  though  Invafion  with  remorfelefs  hand 
Spread  flame  and  carnage  o'er  the  groaning  land,. 
The  Theatre  employs  their  fole  debate, 
And  more  they  prize  the  Drama  than  the  ftate : 
If  the  fond  fcene  prefent  fome  favorite  theme, 
Lull'd  by  fweet  Fancy's  vain  delufive  dream, 

Of 
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Of  Persia  cheek'd  and  Greece  prefeiVd  they 

boaft 
Though  conquering  Philip  ravages  their  coaft? 
And  Marathon's  victorious  deeds  difplay 
On  the  dread  eve  of  Charon ea's  day. 

Of  human  glory  thus  how  fhort  the  date ! 
Expence  and  Pride,    on  Wealth   and  Freedom 

wait, 
And  from  her  burthen'd  lap  Profufion  throws 
The  feeds  of  growing  Vice,  and  future  woes.— - 
The  fervent  zeal  of  public  fpirit  dead, 
And  patriot  Virtue's  manly  influence  fled, 
The  daring  bands  of  freemen  who  defied 
In  fields  of  blood  the  Median  Tyrant's  pride, 
Purchas'd,  betray 'd,  divided,  and  o'erthrown, 
Bend  to  a  ftate  their  fires  had  hardly  known. 

H  3  Yet 


ico  THE    PROGRESS         Part  I. 

Yet  Science  lov'd  to  breathe  her  favorite  air, 
Though  Liberty  was  fled  ftill  linger'd  there. 
Even  of  thofe  Chiefs  who  fhar'd  the  unjuft  com- 
mand 
Which  Philip  and  his  greater  fon  had  plann'd, 
Some  brave  defendants  felt  the  Mufes  charms, 
And  footh'd  with  liberal  Arts  ufurping  Arms; 
Warm  Patronage  awhile  with  partial  ray 
Supply'd  the  lofs  of  Freedom's  genuine  day, 
And  Genius  confecrates  to  deathlefs  fame 


With  grateful  voice  her  Phi  lade  lph  us*  name. 


Though  mad  Ambition  foon  with  impious  blow 
Laid  every  fence  of  civil  Virtue  low, 
And  funk  in  floth,  or  petrified  by  fear,   . 
No  daring  arm  oppos'd  her  wild  career, 
Yet  ne'er  did  abjeci  Luxury's  domain 
O'er  Grecia  ftretch  her  univerfal  reign, 

Or 
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Or  Afiatic  Indolence  difpenfe 

That  blafting  torpor  to  each  blunted  fenfe, 

Chill'd    by  whofe  touch   the    generous   Purpofe 

flies, 
Droops  Emulation,  faded  Glory  dies, 
While  the  corrupted  heart  each  vice  imbibes 
That  finks  mankind  below  the  beftial  tribes. 

Religion,  Language,  Manners,   though  we  find 
Give  one  ftrong  tinclure  to  the  Grecian  mind, 
Yet  different  Intereft  each  republic  draws, 
Divided  Claims,  and  independent  Laws, 
The  neighbouring  ftates  eternal  war  alarms, 
And  eafe  invaded  yields  to  manlier  arms ; 
Whence  ftricl  the  rules  of  difcipline  remain, 
And  firm  their  courage  on  the  embattled  plain. 
Though  by  compulfion  ftrong,  and  ftronger  art, 
Philip  could  temporary  peace  impart, 

H  3  With 
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With  potent  gold  a  fhameful  union  bought 
Which  public  Wifdom  oft  had  vainly  fought, 
Short  was  the.  race  bv  his  Ambition  run, 
And  ihort  the  glory  of  his  conquering  fon ; 
Then  as  the  fpoils  of  empire  to  divide 
Contending  chiefs  with  impious  ardor  tried, 
And  Freedom  bade  fome  bolder  Rates  unite 
To  guard  with  ancient  zeal  her  facred  right, 
The  doubtful  conflict  for  a  time  call'd  forth 
The  dormant  relics  of  heroic  worth, 
Till  every  weak  diftin&ion  fwept  away 
By  the  full  tide  of  Rome's  fuperior  fway, 
Whate'er  the  ftores  of  Grecian  art  fupplied, 
Serv'd  but  to  fwell  the  happier  Vigor's  pride; 
And  haughty  Luxury  afham'd  to  own 
O'er  tributary  realms  a  partial  throne, 
Attends  the  rifmg  power  by  Fate  defign'd 
To  fix  her  boundlefs  empire  o'er  mankind. 

5  Lof 
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Lo!  in  the  regions  whence  Favonius  blows 
A  hardy  race  Hesperia's  vales  difclofe : 
With  iinews  firm  the  rugged  offspring  rife 
And  brave  the  force  of  lefs  aufpicious  fides, 
For  freezing  winds  had  erft  Campania  known, 
And  yellow  Tiber  worn  an  icy  zone. 
The  fons  of  Rome  ne'er  felt  the  foft  control 
Of  milky  kindnefs  ftealing  o'er  the  foul, 
Nor  did  their  nerves  to  pleafure's  touch  awake 
Of  gentler  thoughts  the  mild  impreffion  take ; 
The  rigid  texture  of  their  rougher  frame 
The  dangerous  glories  of  the  field  inflame ; 
To  wage  with  fure  fuccefs  the  bloody  fight 
Their  favorite  care,  and  war  their  fole  delight. 
Victors,  or  vanquifh'd,  by  the  example  taught 
They  found  new  paths  to  conquefl  as  they  fought. 
Triumphant  Carthage  vaunts  her  powers  in  vain 
And  claims  the  exclufive  empire  of  the  main, 

H  4  Rome 
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Rome  to  the  fea  her  duclile  Genius  turns, 
And  from  her  foe  the  means  of  Victory  learns; 
Repairs  with  wifer  toil  the  ruin'd  fleet, 
And  gains  fuperior  art  from  each  defeat, 
Her  naval  care  with  perfeverance  plies, 
Till,  by  the  courfe  of  long  experience  wife, 
The  watery  war  her  perfect  gallies  dare, 
And  Libya's  ancient  fplendor  melts  to  air. 
In  vain  to  check  thefe  unremitting  foes 
Their  ftudied  Ta&ics  Grecians  fons  oppofe, 
Whofe  force  compelling  countlefs  holts  to  yield, 
With  Persia's  bleeding  Myriads  ftrew'd  the  field  : 
The  Legions  atlive,  difciplin'd,  and  fierce, 
With    varied    mock    the    clofe-wedg'd   Phalanx 

pierce, 
And  Freedom's  noblefl  fons  are  doom'd  by  fate 
The  fervile  fubjecls  of  a  foreign  ftate. 

Their 
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Their  country  vanquifh'd,  flill  the  arts  remain, 
Still  learned  Athens  boafts  her  polihYd  train; 
The  flowery  garlands  there  they  weave  to  bind 
In  pleafures  rofeate  wreaths  the  Roman  mind. 
The  joys  of  peace  the  haughty  Victors  learn, 
And  Greece  exulting  triumphs  in  her  turn. 
Though  firft  they  view  with  undifcerning  eyes 
Sculpture's  fair  grace,  and  Painting's  glowing  dyes, 
Though  Confuls  by  the  piece  the  marble  rate, 
And  the  wrought  brafs  is  valu'd  by  the  weight ; 
Yet  foon  their  hearts  the  Mufes  fway  confefs'd 
And  powerful  numbers  footh'd  the  warlike  breaft, 
Each  fwelling  bofom  caught  the  generous  fire, 
And  Roman  fingers  ftruck  the  Grecian  lyre: 
Not  with  that  fierce  delight,  that  fudden  glow 
Which  from  the  genuine  beams  of  Nature  flow, 
That  burft  of  Harmony  which  pour'd  along 
The  full  luxuriance  of  the  Epic  Song  !— 

Matur'd 


io6  THE    PROGRESS         Part  L 

Matur'd  by  time  their  ripening  Genius  rofe, 
From  the  harfh  lines  of  Ennius'  meafur'd  profe 
To  flrains  on  which  the  Mu,fe  enamour'd  hung, 
And    drank    each    dulcet    note   from    Ma'ro's 

tongue. 

But  ne'er  fhall  Imitation's  lovelieft  charm 
Like  native  Grace  the  raptur'd  bofom  warma 
This  bright  and  awful  as  the  beam  of  day, 
That  like  the  paler  moon's  reflected  ray. 
By  no  fallacious  hues  does  Nature  pleafe, 
But  boldly  gives  the  manners  that  me  fees, 
Not  Truth  in  Ficlion's  fplendid  garb  arrays^ 
But  with  free  flroke  the  living  form  portrays^ 
Her  Bards  divine  the  real  aclions  fing 
Of  the  ftern  Hero,  or  the  warrior  King, 
Or  paint  the  life  the  amorous  Shepherd  leads, 
In  the  rich  verdure  of  Sicilian  meads, 

While 


Part  I.      OF    REFINEMENT.  107 

While  with  the  verfe  their  heated  Fancy  weaves 
Each  facred  tale  Mythology  believes: 
But  Imitation  with  correcler  hand 
Fills  but  the  outline  that  Invention  plann'd. 
With  care  retrenches  each  fuperfmous  part, 
Or  adds  the  tinfel  ornaments  of  art, 
Defcribes  the  manners  that  fhe  never  knew, 
And  faintly  copies  what  her  Miftrefs  drew ; 
Hence  with  affiduous  ftep  the  Latian  Mufe 
The  march  fublime  of  elder  Greece  purfues, 
Content  to  glean  with  unremitting  toil 
The  fcatter'd  produce  of  her  happier  foil. 

And  now  the  improving  fons  of  Rome  behold 
The  fcenes  of  Attic  elegance  unfold, 
Admire  the  fane  by  fculptur'd  Nature  graced, 
And  catch  from  every  glance  congenial  tafte : 

The 
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The  Capitol  by  conquering  Confuls  trod 
Receives  with  friendly  rke  each  marble  God, 
In  bend  majeftic  fwells  the  Parian  arch 
Through  which  in  folemn  pomp  the  Victors  march ; 
Rome  with  delight  the  pleafmg  toil  purfues, 
And  emulates  the  beauties  that  ihe  views, 
Exults  in  arts  and  artifts  of  her  own, 
Bids  the  warm  canvafs  breathe,  and  animates  the 
ftone. 

Happy  had  Rome  adorn'd  by  fpoils  like  thefe 
Been  fatisfied  with  Grecian  Arts  to  pleafe ! 
But  Asia's  fubjeci  regions  now  difclofe 
The  fatal  fources  of  unnumber'd  woes. — - 
Each  delegated  chief  who  us'd  of  yore 
To  guide  the  thundering  battle's  furious  roar, 
Bind  the  green  laurel  round  his  conquering  brow, 
And  then,  return  contented  to  the  plow, 

Now 
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Now  proudly  ftretches  with  rapacious  hand 
O'er  plunder'd  provinces  his  harfh  command ; 
Loaded  with  wealth  the  ftern  Proconfuls  come, 
And  eaftern  fplendor  dazzles  wondering  Rome. 
Caught  with  the  lufire  of  the  mining  ore 
The  charms  of  Poverty  can  pleafe  no  more, 
The  ancient  fame  of  frugal  heroes  dies, 
And  venal  hopes,  and  venal  paflions  rife; 
The  honeft  boaft  of  Democratic  pride 
Is  drown'd  in  dark  Corruption's  fwelling  tide, 
And  Freedom's  awful  rights  are  bafely  fold 
For  the  vile  barter  of  barbaric  gold. 
No  more  Rome's  venerable  Senate  flings 
Difmay  and  terror  o'er  ufurping  kings; 
No  more  the  injur'd  Nations  grateful  fee 
Oppreffion  tremble  at  her  juft  decree; 
No  more  her  fword  is  drawn  in  Glory's  caufe 
For  rights  betray 'd,  or  violated  laws : 

The 
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The  Tyrant  buys  impunity  for  vice, 
And  every  public  outrage  has  it's  price  : 
Avarice  can  fix  a  giddy  people's  choice, 
And  fervile  legions  arm  at  Faction's  voice. 
In  vain  a  few  with  fteady  courage  flood, 
To  Item  the  torrent  of  the  whelming  flood, 
The  felfifh  paffions  with  infidious  "force 
Of  patriot  worth  had  poifon'd  every  fource; 
Still  lawlefs  power  uprear'd  her  hydra  head, 
And  Freedom  was  no  more  though  Cjesar  bled. 

Intent  the  aims  of  fa6tion  to  compleat, 
Nov/  fmoother  Cunning  feiz'd  Ambition's  feat.— 
A  Youth  unmov'd  by  pity  or  by  rage, 
As  Manhood  firm,  yet  cold  as  palfied  Age, 
Hiding  in  fpecious  guile  his  cruel  views, 
The  impious  fcheme  with  ceafelefs  toil  purfues. 


His 
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His  wiles,  the  work  of  ages  to  deftroy, 
Severity  and  eafe  by  turns  employ; 
Death's  ftern  decrees,  or  friendship's  milder  call, 
Allure  the  timid,  or  the  bold  appal : 
The  enchanting  Mufes,  whofe  delightful  art 
Can  bend  the  flubborn  purpofe  of  the  heart, 
His  voice  invokes  to  charm  the  attentive  mind, 
And  hide  the  fetters  that  inflave  mankind. 
The  Mufes  hear !— ~ forgetful  that  their  fway 
Was  firft  produced  in  Freedom's  happier  day 
They  hear,  and  mindlefs  of  their  ancient  worth, 
Betray  the  parent  power  that  gave  them  birth, 
Adore  the  Author  of  their  country's  doom, 
And  feal  the  fate  of  Liberty  and  Rome. 

After  a  dreadful  fcene  of  war  and  woes, 
The  brazen  gates  of  two-faced  Janus  clofe? 

The 
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The  fad  effects  of  civil  difcord  ceafe. 
And  all  a  reftlefs  world  is  wrapp'd  in  peace. 
By  Act i um's  Victory  ftopp'd  the  fatal  ftrife, 
No  more  the  dire  profcription  threatens  life, 
No  more  the  bloody  fcroll  of  Death  appears, 
But  Mercy's  fnowy  garb  Augustus  wears. 
The  gentler  Arts  each  harfher  care  beguile, 
And  Science  grows  beneath  his  foftering  fmile : 
Around  his  throne  the  laughing  Loves  refort, 
And  own  the  influence  of  a  peaceful  court. 
Pleafures  refin'd  that  Grecia  never  knew 
Croud  to  the  fight,  and  blefs  the  raptur'd  view : 
To  the  pert  quaintnefs  of  Socratic  wit, 
Or  the  rude  jefts  that  lower  manners  fit, 
To  fealls  where  fage  difputes  the  hours  employ, 
Or  the  loofe  revels  of  licentious  joy, 
Succeeds  that  intercourfe  of  fweet  delight, 
Though  gay  not  vicious,  and  though  free  polite, 

Their 
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Their  mingled  gifts  where  eafe  and  mirth  difpenfe, 
Eafe  void  of  roughnefs,  mirth  reftrain'd  by  fenfe : 
And  lovely  Woman,  though  not  taught  to  know 
That  public  homage  later  days  beftow, 
With  modeft  fmiles  domeftic  converfe  graced, 
And  foften'd  by  her  looks  each  ruder  tafte. 
Even  Freedom  though  her  facred  power  was  fled 
O'er  Manners  yet  a  parting  radiance  fhed, 
On  the  warm  heart  was  Virtue's  form  imprefs'd, 
And  dauntlefs  Courage  nYd  the  warrior's  breaft. 
The  generous  youth  in  Mars'  gymnaftic  field 
By  manly  fports  his  hardy  finews  fteel'd, 
Curb'd  the  bold  fteed,  the  dufty  conflict  flood, 
Or  plung'd  his  glowing  limbs  in  Tiber's  flood, 
Science  a  milder  charm  to  Valor  gave, 
And  Empire  feem'd  to  polifh,  not  enflave, 
Rome  equal  Arms,  fuperior  Arts  could  boaft, 
And  hardly  deem'd  her  ancient  Glory  loft. 

vql.  n,  I  £ut 
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But  Ihort  the  light  of  Pleafure's  tranfient  gleam ! 
Soon  Nature  darting  from  the  illufive  dream 
Shrinks  back  affrighted  as  her  eyes  furvey 
The  horrid  form  of  arbitrary  fway. — 
Monfters  who  built  on  vice  their  dreadful  joy, 
Proud  of  their  crimes  and  happy  to  deftroy, 
Seiz'd  the  vaft  power  that  Freedom's  fons  refign'd, 
And  fhook  the  rod  of  vengeance  o'er  mankind ; 
Life  hung  alone  upon  a  tyrant's  breath, 
And  each  capricious  frown  awarded  death. 
Amid  the  wafte  of  years  though  haply  mine 
A  Titus,  Trajan,  or  an  Antonine, 
The  fhort-liv'd  interval  more  flrongly  fhews 
The  finking  contrail  of  defpotic  woes. 
What  force  can  free  the  mind  that  Vice  has  chainU, 
Or  clear  the  current  if  the  fountain's  ftain'd  ?— 
No  diftant  regions  happier  hopes  afford 
Beneath  the  empire  of  a  milder  lord-; 

Fear 
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Fear  ftill  beholds  where'er  her  eye  fhe  flings, 
Subjected  Rates,  and  tributary  kings ; 
And  Power  o'ertakes  the  exile  as  he  goes 
O'er  Libyan  deferts,  or  through  Scythian  fnows. 

Condemn'd  the  endlefs  fcenes  of  blood  to  fee, 
While  looks  are  watch'd,   and  hardly  thought  is 

free, 
In  Rome's  fad  inmates,  now  a  wretched  race, 
No  more  the  marks  of  ancient  worth  we  trace, 
In  the  dull  foul,  a  ftupid,  lifelefs  void, 
Rous'd  by  no  action,  by  no  cares  employ 'd, 
Each  fading  Energy  of  Virtue  dies, 
As  droops  the  plant  beneath  inclement  fkies. 
The  cohorts  from  the  frontier  diftant  far 
In  flothful  eafe  forget  the  toils  of  war, 
Or  from  their  camp  with  factious  arms  o'erawc 
The  weak  remains  of  Freedom  and  of  Law, 

I   %  O'er 
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O'er  Senates  with  tumultuous  force  prevail, 
And  fet  the  Empire  of  the  world  to  fale. 
The  Mufe  no  more  with  native  beauty  warms 
But  tricks  with  art  her  meretricious  charms : 
Science  in  fimple  form,  and  femblance  chafte, 
Offends  the  alter'd  times  degenerate  tafte. 
Each  focial  Charity  of  private  life, 
The  fmiling  offspring,  and  the  tender  wife, 
Now  ceafe  the  fcerie  domeftic  to  endear: 
For  who  can  wiih  a  wretched  race  to  rear 
Slaves  to  a  cruel  tyrant's  fickle  gufl, 
Rods  of  his  power,  or  minions  of  his  lull  ? — 
To  the  fweet  joys  that  blufhing  Beauty  gave 
Succeeds  the  traffick  of  the  female  flave, 
Till  fated  the  perverted  Fancy  roves  . 

To  monftrous  pleafures,  and  unfeemly  loves. 
Debarred  each  juft  purfuit,  the  reftlefs  mind 
•Seeks  in  flagitious  deeds  relief  to  find, 

In 
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In  fenfual  cares  grows  exquifitely  nice, 
And  only  feeks  variety  of  vice. 

Their  ftores  the  tributary  realms  fupply 
To  glut  even  Luxury's  infatiate  eye  • 
For  Italy,  while  Rome  no  rival  knew. 
Ere  yet  Byzantium's  fifter  empire  grew, 
Saw  on  her  mores  contending  nations  meet 
To  lay  their  various  produce  at  her  feet. 
Commerce  who  independent  Hates  can  draw 
To  equal  compact  by  her  general  law, 
Who  weighs  what  nature  gives  and  what  denies, 
While  mutual  barter  mutual  want  fupplies, 
Exulting  Rome  contemn'd,  who  faw  unfurl'd 
Her  conquering  banners  o'er  a  fubj eft  world, 
And  her  proud  offspring  buoy'd  by  ancient  fame, 
Not  gain  by  purchafe,  but  by  empire  claim. 

I  3  All 
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All  that  the  warmer  fouthern  climes  difpenfe 
Fair  to  the  eye,  and  grateful  to  the  fenfe, 
Whatever  eaftern  regions  can  afford 
To  grace  the  manfion,  or  to  deck  the  board, 
In  endlefs  heaps  the  imperial  feat  fupplied, 
Her  pleafure  gratified,  or  footh'd  her  pride, 
At  the  full  feaft  to  indolence  refign'd, 
Lie  the  foft  race  on  purple  beds  reclin'd, 
And  o'er  the  room  in  many  a  crimfon  fold 
The  arras  hangs  with  ivory  rough  and  gold: 
Of  maffive  plate  the  attentive  flaves  produce 
The  meanelt  vefiels  of  domeftic  ufe, 
And  in  rich  mifts  the  cooling  odors  fhed 
Ambrofial  fragrance  round  the  liftlefs  head, 
Through  the  wide  dome  the  fumes  of  incenfe  roll, 
And  Grecia's  pureft  vintage  crowns  the  bowl. 
A  nation's  wealth  their  lavifti  fancies  wafte 
To  furnifh  viands  for  one  great  repaft ; 

And 
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And  Luxury  her  bloated  form  fo  fwells 

We  fcarcely  credit  what  th'  Hiftorian  tells. 

To  load  the  table  when  the  Tyrant  fed, 

Seas  have  been  drain'd,    and    Hecatombs  have 

bled; 
The  Euxine  mourn'd  her  fhores  defpoil'd  of  fifh, 
And  woods  unpeopled  form'd  one  coftly  difh  ; 
Even  when  the  calls  of  appetite  were  o'er, 
And  Nature's  loaded  powers  could  a£t  no  more, 
With  brutal  fkill  were  fhameful  means  purfu'd, 
That  blunted  hunger's  fickly  force  renew'd, 
In  the  pall'd  tafte  could  falfe  defires  excite, 
And  goad  the  fated  fenfe  to  frem  delight. 

In  conftant  fcenes  like  thefe  enervate  grown, 
The  flaves  of  Lull  and  Gluttony  alone, 
No  joy  beyond  voluptuous  eafe  they  deem, 
And  fmall  exertions  cruel  hardlhips  feem, 

I  4  From 
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From  Indolence,  and  Vice  their  pleafures  flow, 
And  Fear's  the  only  active  power  they  know  : 
Too  felfifh.  e'er  to  think  of  public  care, 
Too  weak  the  weight  of  manly  arms  to  bear, 
A  Favorite's  nod  degenerate  legions  wait, 
And  fervile  Eunuchs  regulate  the  Hate. 
Firm  difcipline  is  loft  by  long  neglect, 
And  mercenary  hofts  the  throne  protect. 
Weaken'd  by  Constantino's  misjudging  pride 
Wbofe  vain  defigns  the  imperial  ftrength  divide, 
Open  and  wide  the  extended  frontier  lay, 
To  each  barbarian  hord  an  eafy  prey : 
On  every  fide  the  ruffian  bands  contend, 
By  turns  invade  them,  and  by  turns  defend, 
Till  lur'd  by  wealth  and  fplendor's  tempting  prize, 
The  warlike  tribes  fuch  coward  chiefs  defpife, 
Againit  the  trembling  race  their  fwords  employ, 
And  fpread  destruction  round  with  favage  joy, 

Pour 
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Pour  o'er  each  region  like  a  wintry  flood, 
And  Rome's  diminifh'd  empire  fets  in  blood. 
Of  the  long  fway  of  twice  fix  hundred  years 
Stupendous  fabrick !  fcarce  a  wreck  appears, 
Save  a  poor  remnant  as  the  ruin  falls 
Preferv'd  to  languifh  in  Byzantium's  walls. 

Now  through  the  extent  of  Nature's  wide  domain 
Once  more  the  horrid  powers  of  darknefs  reign, 
Again  Chaotic  ignorance  rears  her  head, 
And  o'er  mankind  her  fable  veil  is  fpread. 
What  fcatter'd  arts  furvive  the  general  doom 
Retreat  to  wither  in  the  cloifter's  gloom ; 
And  if  by  chance  from  thence  fome  fickly  beam 
Shoots  faintly  forth  a  tranfitory  gleam, 
It  ferves  but  like  the  meteor's  lurid  light 
To  add  new  horror  to  the  fhades  of  night. 
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S  when  ftern  Winter's  defolating  power, 
Arm'd  with  the  piercing  frail,   and  fleety 
fhower, 
O'er  fhivering  Nature  fpreads  it's  iron  reign, 
Bare  ftands  the  grove,  and  wafte  extends  the  plain ; 
Yet  in  the  fcatter'd  feed,  and  buried  root 
The  embryo  bloffom  hides,  prepar'd  to  moot 
When  Spring  with  milder  influence  mail  prevail^ 
And  balmy  Zephyrs  breathe  the  genial  gale : 

Sos 
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So,  wrapp'd  in  Ignorance,  though  the  human  heart 
No  vivid  hues  retain  of  ancient  art, 
Yet  ftill  the  dormant  feeds  expectant  there 
Await  the  hour  of  Cultivation's  care ; 
Still  verdant  fcions  from  the  root  mall  grow- 
When  mild  Occafion's  foftering  breezes  blow, 
To  bud  and  bloom  again  with  Parent  worth, 
And  emulate  the  ftock  that  gave  them  birth. 

Yet  as  the  culture  afks  feverer  toil 

When  poifonous  weeds  o'errun  the  ufelefs  foil  i 

So  Reafon  labors  long  to  bend  the  breaft 

Where  Error's  barbarous  tenets  are  imprefs'd : 

Soon  learns  the  untutor'd  thought  with  generous 

aim 

To  catch  the  glow  of  Virtue's  holy  flame, 

But  where  ftrong  forms  of  Prejudice  deprave 

The  fimpler  rules  that  untaught  Nature  gave, 
8 

Ere 
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Ere  yet  Refinement  with  her  gentle  rein 
The  impatient  courfe  of  giddy  fenfe  reftrain. 
There  every  dreadful  paffion  will  impart 
Superior  horror  to  the  vicious  heart, 
And  fill  the  annals  of  the  unhappy  times 
With  dire  events,  and  unexampled  crimes. 

The  ruffian  tribes  that  pour'd  tumultuous  forth 
In  countlefs  myriads  from  the  frozen  North, 
By  no  foft  touch  of  milder  manners  graced, 
Rapacious  inmates  of  the  howling  wafte, 
'Mid  the  vaft  wild  of  Scandinavian  plains, 
Of  temped  and  of  cold  the  drear  domains, 
A  fyftem  fram'd,  whofe  univerfal  fway 
The  varied  race  with  common  zeal  obey, 
From  where  the  wintry  furges  foaming  break 
Of  the  loud  Baltic,  to  the  Caspi4n  lake.— * 

Boldly 
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Boldly  they  vaunt  with  unfubmitting  foul 

To  fcorn  of  fovereign  power  the  ftrong  control, 

Yet  to  the  rule  of  martial  order  yields 

And  own  a  Monarch  on  the  embattled  field. 

By  Victory  crown'd,  the  chiefs  with  equal  pride 

In  different  lots  the  fubje6t  realms  divide, 

And  the  fierce  leader  of  each  feparate  hord        "1 

I 

Reigns  o'er  his  fhare  an  independent  lord,  }■ 

What  arms  had  won  maintaining  by  the  fword. 
For  though  each  ftern  commander  homage  paid 
When  War's  loud  clarion  claim'd  the  promis'd 

aid, 
The  tumult  o'er,  no  civil  force  remain'd 
That  Anarchy's  impetuous  rage  reftrain'd : 
Each  haughty  chief  could  regal  juftice  awe, 
And  mock  the  uncertain  rules  of  feeble  law. 
In  conftant  feuds  the  ungovern'd  tribes  engage, 
And  the  dire  battle  Hate  and  Vengeance  wage. 

No 
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No  pity  unrelenting  Conqueft  fhews, 
But  the  fell  tyrant  fpoils  his  weaker  foes, 
Licentious  Rapine  leads  the  furious  train 
And  Age,  and  Rank,  and  Beauty  plead  in  vain. 

Though  Prejudice  may  warp,  or  Paffion  blind 
Awhile,  the  honeft  purpofe  of  the  mind, 
Yet  to  the  confcious  foul  of  man  belong 
The  love  of  Juftice,  and  the  hate  of  Wrong ; 
Firm*  though  obfcur'd,  the  facred  dictates  ftand 
Implanted  there  by  Heaven's  creative  hand. 
Hence  while  loud  Difcord  bids  with  giant  pride 
Sad  Defolation  o'er  the-  realms  prefide, 
Some  nobler  breads  neglected  Virtue  draws 
To  arm  and  vindicate  her  injur'd  caufe : 
Uncheck'd  by  doubt,  by  danger  undifmay'd, 

Prompt  to  redrefs  when  forrow  claims  their  aid, 

1 

vol  11,  K  With 
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With  equal  hand  they  deal  the  avenging  blow, 
And  lay  with  joy  the  oppreffive  tyrant  low ; 
But  chief  they  glory  when  the  generous  care 
Of  weeping  Beauty  calls  them  to  the  war, 
With  dauntlefs  arms  her  fuppliant  power  they  guard, 
And  deem  her  favoring  fmiles  a  full  reward. 
For  the  rough  tribes  thro'  Northern  wilds  that  ftray'd 
To  female  merit  early  deference  paid, 
The  gentler  fex  partook  the  grave  debate, 
And  more  than  fhar'd  the  arduous  toils  of  flatc* 
The  hardy  warrior  whofe  indignant  mind 
No  arm  could  vanquifh,  and  no  law  could  bind, 
To  their  commands  a  willing  homage  gave, 
And  each  unconquer'd  knight  was  Beauty's  flave. 
Amid  the  crimes  that  barbarous  rudenefs  knows 
Thus  the  fair  form  of  Chivalry  arofe, 
Join'd  love's  foft  glow  to  valor's  fiercer  flame, 
And  mildly  footh'd  the  intemperate  thirft  of  fame. 

2  It's 
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It's  influence  fHll,  defying  change  and  time, 
Spreads  o'er  each  modern  European  clime, 
Lives  fpite  of  fickle  mode's  capricious  rage, 
And  marks  the  manners  of  a  polifh'd  age. 

Though  the  rude  Nations  in  their  inroads  bore 
The  wiid  Mythology  of  Northern  lore, 
Yet  foon  the  fplendor  of  the  Roman  rite 
Caught  with  it's  myftic  glare  their  dazzled  fight. 
To  charm  their  groffer  fenfe  the  Priefls  combine 
Each  monftrous  fiftion  with  a  faith  divine ; 
And  all  that  feverifh  Fancy  knows  to  paint, 
The  virgin  martyr,  and  the  warrior  faint, 
The  fabled  cure,  and  legendary  tale, 
With  force  refiftlefs  o'er  their  thoughts  prevail. 

While  fuch  the  general  impulfe  of  the  mind, 
To  SuperfHtion,  and  to  Arms  inclin'd, 

K  2  A 
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A  frantic  Hermit  with  enthufiaft  breath 
Kindles  the  dreadful  flames  of  war  and  death : 
'  Aroufe  ye  chiefs  of  valiant  fame  !'  He  cries, 

*  Lo!  Heaven  and Glory,point  the  bold  emp rife! — 
c  No  more  at  human  pity's  humbler  call 

*  On  man's  oppreflbrs  let  your  vengeance  fall, 
4  Behold  on  Solyma's  afflicted  lands 

c  The  injur'd  Deity  your  zeal  demands ! 

*  The  facred  ground  by  dying  martyrs  trod, 

*  The  feats  made  holy  by  a  bleeding  GOD, 

*  Mohammed's  fons  with  impious  orgies  (lain, 

*  And  foil  the  hallow'd  earth  with  rites  profane, 
c  Bid  refignation's  patient  votaries  feel 

*  The  pangs  of  trying  flame,  and  torturing  fteel, 

*  Pollute  with  murder'd  faints  the  dome  divine, 

*  And  wafli  with  blood  Jehovah's  awful  fhrine. 
'  Go  forth  my  Tons!  and  with  religious  care 

*  Spread  your  crofs-banners  dreaming  to  the  air  \ 

8  '  Secure 
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*  Secure  of  praife !  fecure  of  conqueft  go ! 

'  And  wreak  heaven's  vengeance  on  a  heathen 
'  foe; 

*  Fame's  deathlefs  guerdon  fhall  the  vi£tor  gain, 
c  And  crowns  immortal  fan&ify  the  flain!' 

Fired  by  fuch  words  unufual  ardors  rife, 
And  far  and  wide  the  fwift  contagion  flies, 
All  ranks,  all  orders  to  the  impreflion  yield, 
And  fwarming  millions  croud  the  tented  field. 
Not  fuch  the  numbers  Xerxes  led  of  yore 
From  hoflile  Persia  to  the  Grecian  Ihore, 
When  his  proud  fleet  the  indignant  billows  ehain'd, 
And  thirfty  hofts  the  failing  river  drain'd. 
The  rafli  defign  though  pious  folly  plann'd, 
Though  difcord  foon  difTolv'd  the  inconftant  band, 
From  fcenes  of  war  yet  milder  manners  grew, 
And  man  advantage  from  deftru&ion  drew. 

K  3  The 
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The  haughty  chief  to  arm  nis  numerous  train, 
And  grace  with  martial  pomp  the  glittering  plain, 
The  wide  demefnes  of  ancient  tenure  fold, 
And  fiefs  enfranchis'd  for  the  wanted  gold : 
Whence  the  freed  peafant  chearful  tills  the  foil, 
And  bufy  Commerce  plies  her  aclive  toil. 
While  as  the  countlefs  hofls  in  long  array 
Through  eaftern  .Europe  bend  their  tedious  way, 
And  view  with  wondering  eyes  the  gay  refort 
Of  wealth,  and  fplendor,  to  Byzantium's  court, 
The  wrecks  of  Roman  pride,  and  Grecian  fkili 
With  jiew  delight  the  aftoninYd  bofom  fill. 
Though  lur'd  by  Rapine,  war  unjuft  they  wage, 
And  wafte  the  Arts  with  snore  than  Vandal  ra^e, 
Yet  foon  to  fcenes  of  elegance  awake, 
A  fofter  turn,  and  nobler  aims  they  take, 
Each  curious  relic  while  they  fpoil  admire, 
And  plundering  works  of  tafte,  that  -tistfte  acquire. 

JEven 
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Even  from  the  mixture  of  Arabian  foes 
On  the  barbarian  Weft  improvement  rofe  i 
The  Saracen  had  learn'd  with  liberal  heart 
To  love  the  paths  of  Science,  arid  of  Art, 
The  fplendors  of  magnificence  had  known, 
And  deck'd  in  pomp  each  oriental  throne. 
But  moll  his  glowing  Fancy  lov'd  to  rove 
Amid  the  devious  maze  of  Fi&ian's  grove, 
And  the  luxuriance  of  the  fabling  lay 
Struck  Europe's  ruder  Bards  with  forceful  fwayj 
The  minftrel  now  who  tun'd  his  Gothic  lyre 
To  teach  the  fon  the  achievements  of  the  fire., 
Blends  with  the  dreadful  tale  of  blood  and -arms, 
What  eaftern  legends  tell  of  magic  charms, 
Heightens  the  horror  of  the  furious  fight 
With  the  wing'd  dragon,  and  the  enchanted  knight, 
And  bids  the  bold  Romance  the  hearer -move 
With  the  niix'd powers  of  Wonder,  War,  and  Love, 
K  4  While 


136  THE    PROGRESS        Part IL 

While  thus  the  Mufe  enjoys  her  infant  dream, 
Coy  Reafon  ftill  conceals  her  golden  beam. 
Rome's  ancient  language  in  impervious  folds 
From  vulgar  eyes  each  fource  of  Wifdom  holds., 
And  as  they  lift  the  fubtle  Priefts  difpenfe 
The  fcanty  fhares  of  knowledge  and  of  fenfe. 
Hence  Learning  rofe,  who  infolent,  and  proud, 
Looks  down  contemptuous  on  the  admiring  croud : 
While,  as  unmeaning  rules  the  hearer  vex, 
And  artful  doubts  the  wilderd  thought  perplex, 
In  the  ftricl  bands  of  letter'd  form  confin'd, 
Peculiar  prejudice  enflaves  the  mind. 
Unlike  Philofophy's  bold  fons  of  old 
Who  freely  queftion'd  what  the  inftruclor  told, 
O'eraw'd  by  Pride  in  education's  hours 
The  timid  mind  diflrufts  it's  opening  powers, 
Worfhips  each  myftic  knot  by  Error  tied, 
And  blindly  follows  where  it's  teachers  guide. 

Rome's 
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Rome's  legal  Code  at  length  on  Naples'  coaft 
By  chance  recover'd,  as  by  ravage  loft, 
Soon  wifer  laws,  the  work  of  many  an  age, 
Plann'd  by  the  Prince,   the  Statefman,  and  the. 

Sage, 
Mix  with  the  edicts  fram'd  in  Error's  fchool, 
And  fmooth  the  rigid  form  of  Gothic  rule ; 
Wifdom  unfeals  charm'd  Reafon's  drowfy  eyes5 
And  once  again  Astrjea  leaves  the  Ikies. 
Themis  abafh'd,  her  folly  taught  to  feel, 
Lefs  frequent  makes  to  heaven  the  rafli  appeal, 
And  blufhes  to  decide  the  doubtful  right 
By  burning  Ordeal,  or  the  lifted  fight. 
The  haughty  noble  quits  the  civil  fword, 
And  the  gown'd  Judge  fucceeds  the  feudal  Lord, 
Impartial  Juftice  curbs  the  oppreffive  deed, 
And  Science  fmiles  from  favage  licence  freed. 

Now 
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Now  from  the  Abbey's  folitary  fite 
The  imperfeft  glimmerings  fhone  of  claffic  light, 
The  ftill  reclufe  condemn'd  for  years-  to  pore 
O'er  the  dull  leaf  of  theologic  lore, 
Awhile  would  quit  fatigu'd  the  toiifome  page 
To  view  the  fpoils  of  learning's  happier  age. 
As  there  his  curious  eyes  delighted  trace 
The  thoughts  congenial  of  a  warrior  race, 
The  attractive  charm  his  ruder  ftyle  refines. 
And  with  more  art  romantic  fable  ihines, 
Thofe  precious  relics  of  imperial  Rome 
That  haply  chanc'd  to  Tcape  the  general  doom, 
The  fcatter'd  monuments  of  old  delight, 
Strike  the  warm  Fancy,  and  her  powers  excite  ; 
The  Latian  Mufe  avows  her  native  clime, 
And  drops  the  fervile  bands  of  monkifh  rhymes 
While  flying  from  Romania's  ruin'd  more 
Weftward  the  Greeks  their  exjl'd  learning  bore, 


O 
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O  had  bright  Science  then  with  perfecl:  grace 

Her  potent  influence  flied  o'er  Europe's  race! 

Their  viclor  armies  at  Musurus*  call  *, 

Had  chafed  the  foe  from  fad  Byzantium's  wall. 

That  fource  whence  verfe  it's  pureft  charms  deriv'd, 

The  glorious  voice  of  Greece,  had  then  furviv'd ; 

The  docile  ear  by  living  mailers  taught 

Had  from  their  fpeech  the  genuine  accents  caught, 

In  native  tones  the  Attic  Mufe  had  fung, 

Nor  mourn'd  like  Philomel  her  mangled  tongue* 

Again  Hesperia's  happy  feats  behold 

The  facred  laurels  bud  that  bloom 'd  of  old. 

*  Musurus  was  one  of  thofe  learned  Greeks  that  fled 
into  Ilaj.y,  on  the  deitruclion  of  the  Eaftern  Empire,  and 
were  patronized  by  Leo  X.  to  whom  he  addrefled  a  Poem  in 
claffical  Greek,  imploring  him  to  excite  the  arms  of  the 
Chriftian  world  againft  the  Turks.  The  Poem  is  printed 
at  the  end  of  Dr.  Foster's  defence  of  Greek  accents:  in 
which  treatife  is  a  happy  application  of  the  line  in  the  old 
Epigram  alluded  to  V.  239. 

TTwee&v  Ifujs  i§i^7crt,  >£  toQiciv  EKhafrx  ftii/fjv. 

Chear'd 
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Chear'd  and  prote&ed  by  the  papal  throne, 

The  riling  arts  a  Leo's  bounty  own. 

Starts  from  the  fculptur'd  ftone  the  breathing  frame 

To  emulate  the  forms  of  ancient  fame; 

The  fpeaking  canvafs  boafts  a  livelier  hue 

Than  e'er  Apelles'  plaflic  pencil  drew, 

As  Raphael's  lines,  or  Titian's  glowing  dye, 

Bid  the  bold  pi&ure  ftrike  the  enchanted  eye. 

In  Tuscan  numbers  Tasso's  powers  difplay 

The  folemn  grandeur  of  the  Epic  lay ; 

While  Vida  tunes  to  Roman  (trains  the  wire 

With  Virgil's  fweetnefs,  and  with  Virgil's  fire. 

And  even    from   northern   Belgia    Science 
draws 
Superior  ftrength  to  vindicate  her  caufe. 
The  tedious  manufcript  no  longer  foils 
The  verbal  copyift's  perfevering  toils, 

No 
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No  more  the  expenfive  volumes  only  wait 
To  deck  the  palace  of  the  rich  and  great, 
On  letter'd  art  the  press  new  ftrength  beftows3 
And  ampler  rays  diffufive  learning  throws. 

The  increafing  powers  of  ripening  fenfe  per- 
vade 
The  gloomy  ftillnefs  of  the  cloifter's  made, 
Deftroy  the  bonds  that  Reafon's  force  confln'd, 
And  burft  the  fetters  that  enchain'd  the  mind. 
Though  the  lone  Abbey  from  barbarian  rage 
Sav'd  the  bright  ruins  of  the  claffic  page; 
Though  fometimes  meek  Religion's  holy  form 
Would  faintly  mine  through  Superftition's  ftorm : 
Yet  every  vice  that  fhuns  the  face  of  day 
Work'd  in  monadic  night  it's  fecret  way ; 
Each  impious  wile  the  Church  unceafing  trieSj 
That  fpreads  her  empire,  or  her  ftores  fupplies  % 

Now 
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Now  on  the  expiring  votary's  heart  employs 
The  enchanting  virion  of  feraphic  joys, 
Now  bids  defpair  attend  the  parting  breath, 
And  plants  with  thorns  the    trembling    bed   of 

deathj 
Draws  from  the  fears  of  langour  and  of  pain 
The  rich  poffeffion,  and  the  wide  domain, 
On  the  fad  Widow's  fpoil  the  altar  rears, 
And  bathes  the  facred  fane  with  Orphan  tears. 
Drunk  with  the  vaft.excefs  of  wealth  and  power, 
Unmindful  of  returning  Reafon's  hour, 
She  boldly  proftkutes  the  laws  of  Heaven, 
And  for  vile  lucre  is  the  indulgence  given. 
Crimes  even  that  Nature  Ihudders  to  behold       "] 

I 

Obtain  their  pardon  for  the  ftated  gold,  >•_ 

And  impious  leave  for  future  Vice  is  fold.  j 

But  the  long  reign  of  Gothic  night  is  pafs'd, 
And  Wifdom's  awful  morning  dawns  at  laft, 

Th© 
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The  fierce  anathemas  unheeded  come, 

And   Luther   makes  the  enormous  power  of 

Rome. 
The  forms  of  Falfhood  ftrive  in  vain  to  bear 
The  trying  fearch  of  Truth's  ethereal  fpear„ 
Even  thofe  lefs  happy  regions  that  remain 
Prefs'd  by  the  weight  of  Error's  galling  chain, 
Immers'd  in  clouds  of  darknefs  though  they  feem, 
Catch  a  faint  twilight  from  the  diftant  beam : 
Convinc'd  that  true  Religion's  piercing  eye 
Will  every  fource  of  pious  fraud  defcry, 
The  furious  Prieft  correSs  his  cruel  zeal, 
And  milder  fway  the  breathing  nations  feel, 

Mercy's  foft  calls  the  bigot's  wrath  affuage, 
And  papal  thunder  lofes  half  it's  rage* 

In  Gaul  the  contraft  flrongly  mark'd  appears. 
Of  Reafon's  force,  and  Error's  gloomy  fears : 

With 
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With  fond  delight  her  partial  eye  furveys 
Each  hallow'd  prejudice  of  earlier  days, 
Yet  though  her  fons  with  ancient  rite  adore 
The  legendary  faints  that  liv'd  of  yore, 
Oft  arm'd  by  hate  though  Perfecution  flood, 
And    drench'd    Lutetia's    walls    with    native 

blood; 
Her's  was  the  earlieft  boaft  with  lenient  care 
To  form  foft  Courtefy's  attractive  air ; 
Throw  o'er  the  willing  mind  Politenefs'  chains, 
And  raife  that  empire  which  fhe  yet  maintains. 

But  on  Britannia's  mores  with  ample  fway 
Religion's  pureft  charms  their  power  difplay. — 
As  the  dread  earthquake  and  the  raging  florm 
The  high  behefts  of  awful  heaven  perform, 
So  a  proud  tyrant's  difappointed  aims 
Broke  the  ftrong  tie  of  Rome's  defpotic  claims. 

The 
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The  labors  by  the  haughty  fire  begun 
Attain  perfection  from  the  pious  Ton; 
And  though  a  female's  bigot  zeal  fucceeds, 
Burns  the  firm  martyr,  and  the  patriot  bleeds, 
While  {land  Iberia's  fons  exulting  by 
And  civil  Freedom  mark  with  harpy  eye, 
The  tranfient  terror  flies,  like  vapors  driven 
By  fweeping  Eurus  o'er  the  face  of  heaven, 
And  Worfhip  freed  from  each  polluting  ftain, 
Adorns  the  annals  of  Eliza's  reign. 

Hail  glorious  Queen !  in  whofe  propitious  hour 
The  towering  ftruclure  rofe  of  Britain's  power. 
Let  the  Hiftorian  laboring  to  impart 
His  favorite  paradox  with  envious  art, 
Invoke  capricious  Malice  to  deface 
The  fcene  of  Albion's  ripening  Itrength  and 
grace : 

vol.  u9  t  Still 
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Still  fhall  the  voice  of  former  times  be  heard 
To  vindicate  that  worth  our  fires  rever'd. 
'Twas  thine  to  bid  Britannia's  native  force 
Check  ram  Invafion  in  her  headlong  courfe, 
Old   Ocean's    waves   with    prows    triumphant 

fweep, 
And  reign  unrivall'd  o'er  the  fubject  deep : 
Thine  too  the  milder  glory  to  increafe 
The  gende  fway  of  Courtefy  and  Peace. 
Though  Artifts  with  faftidious  look  behold 
The  dome  it's  rude  magnificence  unfold, 
Though  modern  Elegance  affect,  to  fcorn 
The  rougher  Manners  which  thy  court  adorns 
Yet  fure  feme  reverential  awe  fhall  wait 
Each  venerable  pile  of  ancient  Hate ; 
Yet  fure  fome  bofom  even  thofe  days  fhall  charm, 
When  Love  romantic,  flrengthening  Valor's  asm, 

Call'd 
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Call'd  each  heroic  paffion  boldly  forth, 

And  gave  the  admiring  world  a  Sydney #  worth. 

-The  expectant  Mufe  at  length  with  joyful  eyes 
The  rifing  hope  of  ancient  fame  defcries. 
Melodious  Spenser  while  his  cares  refine 
The  wild  redundance  of  the  Saxon  line, 
On  Gothic  fable  rears  his  rich  machine, 
And  lings  the  paynim  foe  and  elfin  ()ueeni 
While  like  the  laurel'd  fon  of  Grecian  fame 
Immortal  Sharespear  bums  with  native  flame.— 
Unequall'd  Bard!  the  grateful  Mufe  fhali  raife 
To  thee  the  monument  of  deathlefs  praife, 
Nor  interweave  one  flower  of  foreign  bloom 
Amid  the  votive  wreaths  that  deck  thy  tomb : 
For  no  faint  blaze  from  elder  learning  caught 
Rais'd  in  thy  breaft  the  imitative  thought; 

L  2  Nor 
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Nor  fhall  my  verfe  compare  thy  wonderous  page 
With  the  bell  fcenes  of  Athens'  perfect  ftage, 
Or  of  thy  Phoenix  wing  a  rival  own 
Save  the  M.eonian  Prodigy  alone. 

A  numerous  train  of  tuneful  Bards  fucceed, 
Strike  the  loud  lyre,  or  fill  the  warbling  reed. 
In  the  juft  pride  of  inborn  Genius  bold, 
Yet  taught  by  every  Mufe  that  charm'd  of  oldj 
Soaring  with  eagle  eye,  and  eagle  flight, 
Amid  the  realms  of  empyrean  light, 
Lo  Milton  throws  with  daring  hand  away 
The  fplendid  fetters  of  the  Runic  lay ! 
While  Dryden's  clear  harmonious  notes  rehearfe 
The  humbled  fubje6t  in  the  fweeteft  verfe, 
Nor  af|i  the  figur'd  ftyle  or  pompous  phrafe, 
From  jbmmon  fpeech  his  fimpleft  lines  to  raife; 


Yet 
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Yet  when  fome  theme  with  energy  fublime, 
Calls  forth  the  wonders  of  his  varied  rhyme, 
'Tis  his  to  catch  the  animating  fire,  ■'"*] 

Bid  the  bold  flrain  to  giddy  heights  afpire, 
Rival  the  Mantuan  fwan,  or  mate  the  Theban 
lyre. 


y 


But  while  fair  Poefy  with  favoring  fmile 
Beholds  her  votaries  thrive  in  Albion's  ifle, 
The  meeker  Arts  with  trembling  ftep  explore 
Some  fafe  afylum  on  a  foreign  more, 
For  o'er  her  fields  ftern  War  terrific  Rood, 
And  long  and  dreadful  raged  the  third  of  blood.— 
Though  the  poetic  bay  with  changelefs  form 
Braves  the  word  fury  of  the  thundering  ftorm, 
The  inferior  flowers  that  paint  the  ihelter'd  vale, 
Shrink  at  the  breath  of  every  ruder  gale. — 

L  2  Soon 
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Soon  polifh'd -Gallia's  hofpitable  plain 
Yields  a  kind  refuge  to  the  exil'd  train, 
*  For  civil  Fury  from  her  feats  was  flown, 
And  Monarchy  had  hVd  her  ftable  throne, 
Their  gifts  the  fmiling  powers  of  Peace  difclofe. 
And  Lewis  there  a  new  Augustus  rofe: 
A  Prince's  wiles  again  the  Arts  invoke 
With  magic  touch  to  lighten  Slavery's  yoke, 
Reafon's  keen  eye  with  fldlful  care  to  blind, 
And  turn  from  Freedom's  view  the  active  mind. 
The  grateful  race  encourag'd  by  his  fway 
The  patronage  with  ample  bounty  pay, 
Give  what  his  fleets  and  armies  ne'er  could  claim, 
Unfullied  glory,  and  uneirvied  fame. 
For  though  a  British  Mufe  would  blufti  to  aid 
The  guilty  fabric  by  Ambition  made, 
Yet  to  impartial  rules  of  Juflice  true 
She  gives  the  praife  to  real  Merit  due. — 

/    *  Not 
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Notopening  Science  nor  encourag'd  Art 
Alone  their  luftre  to  his  reign  impart : 
The  fplendid  period  by  his  care  refin'd 
Marks' a  ftrong  era  of  the  improving  Mind. 
By  him  new  modelled  wondering  Europe  faw 
Her  ancient  Arms,  her  Manners,  and  her  Law. 
Though  dear  the  price  each  fair  attainment  coft, 
When  in  the  exchange  was  Independence  loft. 
Beauty  with  fenfe  endow'd,  with  fweetnefs  graced, 
Sits  the  chief  arbitrefs  of  foften'd  tafte, 
And  fame  attends,  as  her  applauding  eyes 
Of  valor  or  of  wit,  award  the  prize. 
No  more  the  rural  Lord  mid  diftant  plains 
O'er  vaffal  fiefs  a  little  tyrant  reigns; 
To  the  gay  circle  of  the  Monarch's  court 
All  Power,  all  Splendor,  and  all  Arts  refort, 
There  fteep'd  in  joy  the  nobler  race  refide 
And  change  for  royal  fmiles  provincial  pride. 

L  4  While 
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While  marfhall'd  Difcipline  with  ftudious  care 
Gives  a  new  femblance  to  the  forms  of  War: 
No  more,  their  dated  fervice  forced  to  yield, 
Untrain'd  the  hafty  levies  throng  the  field, 
No  more  the  {tripling  of  illuftrious  birth 
Leads  armies  by  hereditary  worth  i 
An  order  of  the  -ftate  the  Soldier  ftands, 
And  though  a  flave  himfelf  the  reft  commands,. 
Derives  his  rank  from  regal  will  alone, 
And  only  pays  obedience  to  the  throne. 

While  Gallta  thus  a  general  power  obtains 
And  guides  mankind  by  foft  Opinion's  reins, 
Long  was  the  fcene  of  bleeding  Britain's  woes 
Ere  from  the  flrife  emerging  Peace  arofe. 
Each  party  yields  at  times,  at  times  prevails*, 
As  changing  Fortune  lifts  her  dubious  fcalesj 
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Till  loft,  or  fcatter'd,  Virtue's  Patriot  train, 
Her  caufe  deferted,  and  her  Hambden  flain, 
Contending  feels  fulfilled  a  Tyrant's  view, 
Arid  Faction  feiz'd  the  fword  that  Freedom  drew; 
In  civil  rage  each  gentler  care  was  drown'd, 
And  fierce  on  joy  the  wild  Enthufiaft  frown'd. 
Nor  when  reviving  Albion  faw  reftor'4 
Her  ravihYd  fceptre,  and  her  legal  lord. 
Did  liberal  art  the  polihYd  luftre  boaft 
That  mark'd  each  work  of  Gallia's  rival  coaft^ 
Licentious  Vice  a  laughing  court  debas'cf,. 
And  loofer  Manners  tainted  public  Tafte. 
Nor  could  a  graver  prince  intent  alone 
To  change  religion  on  his  tottering  throne, 
From  a  fhort  reign  of  flruggle  and  of  care 
One  tfcaniient  fmile  to  proftrate  Science  fpare. 
And  though  we  own  with  deference  and  with  awe, 
The  public  virtues  that  adorn'd  Nassau3 

Yet 
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Yet  candor  muft  confefs  his  rigid  mind 
No  Plea  Jure  footh'd,  no  Elegance  refin'd. 
At  length  Britannia's  fons  with  tranfport  view 
Another  Oueen  their  ancient  fame  renew, 
Once  more  the  prize  in  Arts  and  Arms  obtain, 
And  fee  Eliza's  days  reviv'd  in  Anna's  reign. 


late'er  of  wifdom,  and  whale 'er  of  grace, 
Could  form  or  dignify  the  human  race, 
Taught  Albion  now  her  fplendid  worth  to  raife3 
Beyond  the  envied  height  of  claffic  praife. 
For  fay  could  all  the  learned  fage  difplay'd 
In  Academus,  or  the  Tuscan  made, 
Compare  with  Newton,  whofe  immortal  force 
Purfued  coy  Nature  to  her  inmoft  fource, 
Or  Locke  who  knew  with  lynx's  eye  to  find 
Man's  fecret  Soul,,  and  analyfe  the  Mind  ? . 
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Or  fhall  Refinement  in  the  brigHteft  page 

Of  Roman  Splendor  rival  Anna's  Age  ? 

Where,  though  Politenefs  now  of  freer  fchool 

Condemn  Formality's  too. rigid  rule, 

Adorn'd  by  Reafon,  Converfe  learn'd  to  pleafe, 

And  manly  Dignity  attemper'd  Eafe, 

Public  attention  waited  confcious  Worth, 

And  liberal  Manners  mark'd  illuftrious  Birth, 

The  Mufes  too  their  tuneful  powers  employ, 

And  the  loud  Paean  join  of  general  joy : 

What  though  their  voice  ftrikes  not  the  ravifh'd 

ear 
With  notes  that  Greece  and  Rome  were  wont  to 

hear, 
Yet  when  fweet  Pope's  melodious  lines  convey 
The  moral  fubject  in  the  perfect  lay, 
To  British  numbers  charms  unknown  impart, 
And  varied  founds  combine  with  happieii  art, 

8  Rapp'd 
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Rapp'd  with  delight  Aonia's  liftening  throng 
Drink  the  foft  accents  of  the  dulcet  fong, 
And  own  the  immortal  ftrains  of  earlier  time 
Are  nearly  rivall'd  in  a  northern  clime, 
J3y  verfe  of  Gothic  frame  and  manacled  with 
rhime. 


Though  Britain  muft  revere  the  kings  who 
draw 
Their  royal  claims  from  Liberty  and  Law, 
In  holy  Freedom's  pure  regalia  mine, 
And  deem  a  People's  Voice  their  Right  Divine : 
Yet  midfl;  her  patrons  Science  cannot  place 
The  earlieft  monarchs  of  the  Brunswick  race. 
No  princely  favor  kindles  Genius'  flame; 
Or  raifes  modeft  worth  to  wealth  or  fame  ,* 
To  private  vanity  the  artifls  truft, 
Whence  the  fiifF  portrait,  and  the  unmeaning  buft, 

While 
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While  her  Pagodas  gaudy  China  rears, 
And  Cibber's  brow  the  fullied  laurel  wears. 

But  fee!    a   Prince   fucceeds  whofe   generous 
heart 
The  liberal  Patron  glows  of  every  art, 
The  {lumbering  train  warm'd  by  his  chearing  fmile 
Break  from  their  trance,  and  polifh  Albion's  ifle. 
Yet  though  Medusa's  charm  revers'd  is  fhewn 
As  Sculpture  animates  the  Parian  flone, 
By  Architecture  though  the  dome  is  graced 
With  all  the  ornaments  of  Attic  tafte, 
Though  drawn  by  Painting's  animating  hand 
With  life,  with  character,  the  portraits  ftand ; 
Yet  Britain's  candid  fons  muft  yield  the  prize 
To  the  bright  influence  of  Italian  Ikies, 
Where  Guido's  touch  enthufiaft  rapture  fir'd, 
And  holy  zeal  a  Raphael's  tints  infpir'do 

5  Theirs 
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Theirs  be  the  unenvied  triumph ! — while  applaufe 
From  her  inveative  powers  Britannia  draws. 
The  (lores  in  Nature's  rural  empire  placed 
To  chufe  with  judgment,  and  arrange  with  tafte, 
O'er  the  foft  grace  her  genuine  forms  impart 
To  throw  the  fimple  flole  of  decent  Art, 
For  the  high  fountain,  and  the  pent  cafcade, 
Cyphers  of  turf,  and  cabinets  of  fhade, 
To  teach  the  wave  in  graceful  bends  to  flow, 
To  crown  with  wood  the  mountain's  heathy  brow, 
And  bid  the  flower  and  blooming  fhrub  fucceed 
The  rugged  bramble,  and  the  loathfome  weed, 
This  be  her  glory  ! — pleas'd  to  mine  alone 
In  native  charms,  and  Beauty  all  her  own : 
Secure  her  fame  unhurt  by  time  (hall  ftand 
Since  Mason's  verfe  records  what  Brown  has 
plann'd. 


But 
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But  ah !  while  thus  the  Arts  inferior  train 
Thrive  in  the  funfhine  of  a  George's  reign; 
Sweet  Poefy,  whofe  facred  powers  exceed 
The  Sculptor's  chifel,  and  the  Painter's  reed, 
Whofe  pen  has  Virtue's  moral  fliape  defign'd, 
And  drawn  the  immortal  image  of  the  Mind, 
Whofe  magic  founds  to  melody  difpenfe 
The  flowers  of  Fancy,  and  the  force  of  Senfe; 
Sweet  Poefy,  neglecled  and  forlorn, 
The  feeble  rays  of  patronage  muft  mourn. 
By  wealth  or  wifdom  placed  in  happier  ftate 
Though  a  bold  few  difdain  to  court  the  great  j 
Though  Mason  frame  the  warm  defcriptive  lay, 
Or  ftrike  the  lyre  with  Pindar,  and  with  Gray,? 
Though  liftening  Harmony  with  raptur'd  ear 
Attentive  (land,  the  enchanting  notes  to  hear, 
As  failing  on  the  rainbow-tinSur'd  wings 
Of  chafte  Imagination,  Hayley  fings: 

In 
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In  plaintive  ftrains  at  fighing  Friendship's  call 
Though  tuneful  Seward  mourn  her  Andrews  fall^ 
And  wrap  the  felon  cord  that  clos'd  his  breath 
In  radiant  Glory's  amaranthine  wreath ; 
Tho'  WartOn  young-ey'd  Fancy's  favorite  child, 
On  whofe  aufpicious  birth  the  Mufes  frail'd. 
And  taught  his  glowing  colors  to  portray 
The  rural  landfcape,  and  the  vernal  dayj 
With  claffic  Art  his  flowing  numbers  fill* 
And  join  the  Critic's  to  the  Poet's  {kill ; 
Yet  as  with  ftreaming  eye  the  forrowing  Mufe 
Pale  Chatterton's  untimely  urn  bedews, 
Her  accents  mall  arraign  the, partial  care 
That  fhielded  not  her  fon  from  cold  defpair  ♦ 
And  many  a  bard  by  frowning  Fortune  led 
To  abjec\  intereft  bows  the  venal  head, 
Compell'd  to  point  with  cruel  wit  the  dart 
That  wing'd  by  malice  rives  the  blamelefs  heart, 

Or 
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Or  ideot  pride  by  flavifh  notes  to  raife, 

And  call  to  fvvine  the  precious  gems  of  praife. 

O  let,  Imperial  George  !"  the  Mufes  fharc 
The  kindly  dews  of  thy  parental  care. 
Too  oft  has  Poefy  with  fervile  aim 
By  tyrants  favor'd,  fung  a  tyrant's  fame, 
O  let  one  monarch  wake  her  nobler  rage, 
And  confecrate  to  Truth  her  holy  page  ! 
Rais'd  by  thy  hand,  I  fee  on  Albion's  plain 
The  feeds  of  Grecian  glory  bloom  again! 
See  Genius  plume  once  more  her  eagle  wing, 
Hear  other  Homers,  other  Shakespears  fing! 
And  while  their  voice  down  time's  eternal  flood 
Wafts  the  clear  honors  of  the  Wife  and  Good, 
Ages  unborn  mall  blefs  the  juft  decree, 
And  future  Heroes  owe  their  fame  to  thee, 

vol.  ii.  M  Hers 
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Here  let  us  paufe, — attentive  to  furvey 
The  prefent  sera  of  Refinement's  fway. 
As  in  fome  perfect,  fcene  of  Britain's  Hie, 
Where  all  the  charms  of  cultur'd  Nature  fmile, 
To  velvet  lawns,  and  flowery  fhades,  fucceed 
The  furrow'd  champain,  and  the  irriguous  mead, 
Then  woods,  and  heaths  in  foft  perfpective  rife, 
Till  rough  the  diftant  mountains  meet  the  fides ; 
So  let  our  fearch  the  changing  pi&ure  trace 
Through  all  the  different  tribes  of  human  race  ; 
The  ftrong  gradations  mark  with  curious  eye 
Midft  civil  and  barbarian  life  that  lie, 
From  Europe's  crouded  towns  and  inmates  mild, 
To  the  rude  favage,  and  the  dreary  wild. 

Confpicuous  rifing  o'er  the  various  fcene, 
Of  Arts  and  Arms,  though  Europ.e  fhine  the 
Queen 

Yet 
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Yet  even  her  offspring  from  Refinement  fhare 
Unequal  influence,  and  a  partial  care. 
With  ftudious  zeal  the  polifh'd  fons  of  France 
Lead'  up  attractive  Pleafure's  airy  dance, 
Each  varied  mark  of  character  forfake 
One  pliant  form  of  general  mode  to  take, 
The  faireft  wreaths  from  Courtefy  to  claim 
Their  Rrft  ambition,  and  their  proudeft  aim. 

Not  fo  Britannia,  on  her  bleaker  plains 
Still  wild  Caprice  in  fpite  of  Science  reigns, 
No  central  court  there  all  diftinclion  draws, 
No  judge  directs  of  critic  art  the  laws, 
All  as  they  lift  prefume  to  regulate 
The  page  of  learning  and  the  powers  of  ftate, 
Indignant  caft  each  fervile  rule  away, 
Nor  even  in  Tafte  admit  defpotic  fway. — . 

M  2,  No 


1 64  THE    PROGRESS        Part  II. 

No  ductile  texture  can  the  mind  acquire 
Mid  Fa£lion's  ftorms,  and  Freedom's  glowing  fire : 
The  amorous  youth  at  Party's  noify  call 
Quits  for  the  grave  debate  the  lively  ball ; 
And  in  the  focial  fcenes  of  fofter  grace 
Will  Bufinefs  oft  intrude  with  ferious  face, 
While  Politics  on  public  cares  decide, 
And  fettle  Europe's  rights  by  Beauty's  fide. 

Though  Italy  firft.  faw  reviving  Art, 
And  wakening  Science  footh  again  the  heart, 
She  loiters  now  in  Glory's  bright  career, 
Nor  longer  pants  the  prize  of  fame  to  wear; 
No  more  her  pencil  bids  the  canvas  glow, 
But   yields    the    envied   wreath   to   Reynolds' 

brow ; 
Damp'd  is  the  bold  Hiftorian's  generous  fire, 
Numb'd  the  free  band,  and  mute  the  living  lyre. 

Yet 
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Yet  her's  the  boaft  with  fkilful  touch  to  bring 
The    fweetefl    founds    from    Mufic's    trembling 

firing, 
To  bid  full  Harmony  with  fwelling  note 
In  undulating  lays  of  Rapture  float, 
The  liquid  drains  of  melody  prolong, 
And  lap  the  foul  in  extafy  of  fong. 

Iberia's  fons,  of  yore  who  foremoft  ftrove 
In  the  bright  lifts  of  Valor  and  of  Love, 
Who  caught  in  early  time  each  fofter  grace 
From  their  brave  vi6k>rs  of  the  Moorish  race, 
(No  more  to  Emulation's  call  awake,) 
The  paths  of  Glory  and  of  Art  forfake.— - 
What  time  Columbus  taught  them  to  explore 
The  treafur'd  wonders  of  the  Atlantic  fhore, 
Gold,  all  corrupting  gold  with  fatal  charm 
Entranced  the  bofom,  and  unnerv'd  the  arm, 

M  3  And 
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And  lazy  Avarice  every  wifh  confines 
To  the  rich  produce  of  the  Indian  mines. 
While  Bigotry,  whofe  blaft  no  power  furvives, 
Thro'the  wafte  realmswith  furious  whirlwind  drives, 
And  bids  them  Heaven's  avenging  Juftice  feel 
For  fell  Pizarro's  flames,    and  Cortez'  mur- 
derous fteel. 

In  Belgia  o'er  a  people's  proftrate  heads 
Her  univerfal  reign  where  Commerce  fpreads, 
The  thnft  of  gain  abforbs  all  other  care, 
And  few  the  votaries  of  Refinement  there. 
While  in  Germama  endlefs  forms  confpire 
To  damp  the  ingenuous  glow  of  native  fire, 
The  Herald's  blazon,  and  the  Noble's  pride, 
The  different  ranks  fo  rigidly  divide, 
That  deeped  Science,  and  exalted  worth 
Can  ne'er  o'erleap  the  cafual  bar  of  Birth. 

Befides 
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Befides  fuch  empty  claims  the  thoughts  employ 
So  clog  the  free  exchange  of  focial  joy, 
Such  ferious  trifles  fo  engage  the  tafte, 
Such  dire  effe&s  attend  a  name  mifplaced, 
That  far  the  gentler  Graces  wing  their  flight* 
Nor  bear  the  drudgery  to  grow  polite. 

Yet  the  ftrong  marks  of  characters  like  thefe 
Fade  every  hour  and  vanifh  by  degrees.— 
Thofe  numerous  caufes  that  with  different  force 
Have  biafs'd,  or  oppos'd,  Refinement's  courfe, 
Have   dimrn'd    her    radiant    beams   with    fullen 

gloom, 
Or  veil'd  the  luftre  of  her  native  bloom, 
With  daily  lapfe  their  weaken'd  influence  lofe, 
One  general  form  as  Gallia's  arts  diffufe, . 
What  Prejudice  deflroy'd,  or  Error  ftain'd, 
By  imitative  Zeal  is  now  regain'd, 

M  4  And 
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And  Europe's  changing  race  with  common  care 
Affect  her  manners,  and  affume  her  air. 

Piercing  the  midnight  gloom  of  Northern  fides 
At  length  in  Russian  climes  the  Arts  arife  : 
Already  by  a  patriot  Monarch  fought, 
Had  Induftry  each  rougher  Science  taught, 
And  now  thofe  joys  that  graver  toil  beguile, 
The   favoring  warmth    confefs    of   Catherine's 

fmile. 
O  glorious  Princefs !  lo  the  farrowing  Mufe 
Thy  great  defigns  with  anxious  look  purfues! 
For  as  me  frequent  bends  her  weeping  eye 
To  fcenes  on  Europe's  utmofl  bound  that  lie, 
And  fees  pale  Tyranny's  oppreffive  throne 
Triumphant  rear'd  o'er  regions  once  her  own, 
A  gleam'  of  hope  awhile  her  anguifh  charms 
Drawn  from  thy'generousaimsjand  conquering  arms: 

She 
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She  views  in  Fancy's  dream- thy  ViQor  hoft 
Drive  the  grim  Defpot  from  the  Grecian  coaii, 
Sees  European  Freedom  blefs  the  more, 
And  Science  grace  her  favorite  feats  once  more. 

Asia's  wide  realms,  on  whofe  propitious  earth 
Firft  teeming  Genius  gave  Refinement  birth, 
Lie  the  fad  objects  of  barbarian  fway, 
-To  tyrants  fierce,  and  fiercer  lulls  a  prey. 
For  on  her  ealiern  plain's  extremeil  verge 
Her  early  claims  though  diftant  China  urge, 
Though  Arts  which  Europe  faw  of  lajte  unfold 
Inform'd  fhe  boafts  her  wifer  chiefs  of  old; 
Yet  as  her  jealous  fons  have  never  join'd 
fhe  common  intercourfe  of  human  kincf, 
To  each  fond  tale  the  traveller  difplays 
A  doubtful  credit  wavering  Reafon  pays4 

And 
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And  Learning  fears  the  incurious  race  to  own, 
Of  all  unknowing,  and  by  all  unknown. 

What  elfe  exifts  beneath  the  cope  of  heaven 
Is  to  the  favage  tribe  of  wanderers  given, 
Who  unreftrain'd  by  precept  or  by  law. 
From   climate,    and   from  foil,   their   difference 

draw. 
The  fable  African  no  culture  boafts, 
Fierce  as  his  fun,  and  ruthlefs  as  his  coafts; 
And  where  the  immeafurable  forefts  fpread 
Beyond  the  extent  of  Ocean's  weftern  bed, 
Unfocial,  uninform'd,  the  tawney  race 
Range  the  drear  wild,  and  urge  the  inceffant  chace. 
Amid  the  wide  expanfe  of  fouthern  feas 
Where  the  blert  ifles  inhale  the  genial  breeze, 
The  happier  native  in  the  fragrant  grove 
Woos  the  foft  powers  of  Indolence  and  Love : 

But 
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But  where  more  keen  the  ray,  more  rude  the  gale, 
Manners  lefs  mild  and  harfher  cares  prevail ; 
Till  in  the  fad  extremes  of  polar  froft, 
The  facred  beam  of  human  reafon  loft, 
Man  fcarcely  rifes  from  the  fhaggy  brood 
That  prowl  infatiate  o'er  the  icy  flood. 

Dire  were   the  fcene ! — -but  Europe's  gentler 
kind, 
Tempting  the  billowy  deep  and  fickle  wind, 
With  venturous  prows  each  diftant  feat  explore, 
And  boldly  tread  the  inhofpitable  fhore ; 
Tame  the  wild  wafte,  correct  the  unwholefome  air, 
And  fix  of  polifli'd  life  the  empire  there. 
On  Afric's  fouthmoft  point  their  happy  toil 
Bids  gay  Pomona  clothe  the  fultry  foil, 
Their  power  on  Asia's  eaftern  coaft  commands, 
And  Ganges  flows  by  European  lands: 

In 


i72  THE     PROGRESS        Part  II. 

In  the  vaft  trafts  beyond  the  Atlantic  main 
Their   Arts,    their  Science,    and   their   Manners 

re  iff  n, 
Where  rifing  Glory  foars  with  pinion  young, 
And  imitates  the  parent  whence  fhe  fprung : 
While,   (civil  Difcord's  bloody  ftorm  o'erblown,) 
Albion,  her  brave  defcendants  proud  to  own, 
<  Lo  thefe  my  fons !'  exulting  (hall  exclaim, 
«  Who  caught  from  me  immortal  Freedom's  flame, 
«  And  firmly  zealous  in  the  holy  caufe, 
'  Extend  o'er  half  the  globe  Britannia's  laws,' 

May  Europe's  race  the  generous  toil  purfue, 
And  Truth's  broad  mirror  fpread  to  every  view ; 
Awake  to  Reafon's  voice  the  favage  mind, 
Check  Error's  force,  and  civilize  mankind; 
Faith's  radiant  beam  impart  to  fartheft  climes, 
And  teach  pure  Wifdom  undebas'd  by  crimes; 

To 
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To  the  free  breeze  the  fwelling  fail  unfold 
Impell'd  by  Virtue,  not  ailur'd  by  Gold. 
No  more  with  arms  the  trembling  tribes  deftroy, 
Bat  foft  Perfuafion's  gentler  Powers  employ, 
Till,  from  her  throne  barbarian  Rudenefs  hurl'd, 
Refinement  fpread  her  Empire  o'er  the  world. 
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f  I   ^  H  U  S  far  with  cautious  Pencil  have  I  traced 
,   The  linking  forms    on   Hiftory's    tablet 
placed. 
Harder  the  talk  on  Truth's  unblemifh'd  page 
To  fketch  the  living  features  of  the  age, 
Each  tranfient  character  with  care  define, 
And  catch  the  fleeting  fhape  with  ready  line; 
Contrail  the  Manners  modern  times  difplay 
With  the  Refinements  of  an  earlier  day ; 

vol.  j  1,  N  Remark 
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Remark  what  each  from  chance,  or  cuftom,  draws, 
And  feek  with  curious  eye  the  latent  caufe; 
Shew  Virtue's  finking  worth,  or  kindling  flame, 
And  give  impartial  praife,  or  candid  blame. 

In  Rome,  while  Rome's  meridian  power  was 

graced 

With  the  bright  sera  of  Augustan  tafte, 

Tho'  Art's  (kill'd  votaries  reach'd  ttieir  utmoft  goal, 

Though  focial  pleafure  footh'd  the  liberal  foul, 

Yet  rude  the  joys,  and  coarfe  the  manners  fhew, 

To  thofe  which  Europe's  modern  nations  know, 

Where  fweet  Benevolence  the  expreffion  warms, 

Dwells  on  the  tongue,  and  every  accent  forms. 

Nor  is  the  exterior  femblance  bright  alone, 

A  fpecious  veil  o'er  felfim  paffion  thrown ; 

The  gentle  bofom  real  kindnefs  feels, 

And  o'er  the  foften'd  mind  AfFeclion  deals; 
2 

Pity 
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Pity  and  Horror  watch  o'er  human  life, 

And  Murder  trembling  drops  his  fatal  knife. 

Even  War,  terrific  War !  has  learn'd  to  wear 

A  milder  garb,  and  features  lefs  fevere  : 

The  fury  of  the  doubtful  conflict  o'er, 

Though  gorged  with  death,  and  red  with  dreaming 

gore, 
The  valiant  captive  meets  attentive  care, 
And  vanquihYd  foes  fraternal  kindnefs  fhare,; 
Humanity  dill  meek  and  prompt  to  fave, 
Heals  every  wound  the  bleeding  combat  gave3 
Bids  the  word  horrors  of  the  battle  ceafe, 
And  lends  Bellona  half  the  charms  of  peace* 

Politenefs  too  it's  niceft  Hull  employs, 
And  gives  the  laft  fine  touch  to  human  joys, 
Sweetly  combines  with  unaffected  eafe 
The  care  to  aid  us,  and  the  wifh  to  pleafe, 

N  '  %  Far 
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Far  from  that  pertnefs  whofe  capricious  fit 

Deems  fatire  freedom,  and  ill  manners  wit, 

Miftakes  faftidious  pride  for  judgment  chafte, 

And  thinks  that  cenfure  (hews  fuperior  tafte : 

Far  from  that  fulfome  flattery  Dulnefs  pays 

Who  fervile  adulation  takes  for  praife, 

The  eye  on  every  latent  foible  draws, 

And  gives  an  infult  where  flie  means  applaufe. 

And  far,  O  far !  from  that  infidious  aim 

Which  fcreens  Deceit  beneath  Refinement's 

name, 
The  felfifh  fmile,  the  promife  infincere, 
And  all  the  rules  of  Fafhion's  favorite  peer. 
But  that  fmooth  polifh,  elegant  and  bright, 
Which,  placing  merit  in  the  faireft  light,   .. 
By  foft  compliance  rude  ill-temper  veils, 
And  half  reforms  the  vices  it  conceals. 
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Say  from  what  fource  mail  keen  enquiry  trace 
Thefe  ftriking  characters  of  gentler  grace?— 
Numerous  the  varied  fp rings  whofe  powers  combin'd 
Direct-  and  regulate  the  ductile  mind.— 
Firft  that  bleft  fountain  of  ferene  delight, 
Meek-ey'd  Religion's  mild  unfullied  rite, 
The  patient  votary's  humbled  breaft  imbues 
With  heavenly  Charity's  ambrofial  dews, 
In  vain  the  Infidel's  o'erweening  pride 
Affects  her  hallow'd  dictates  to  deride, 
Exalts  the  wifdom  of  the  ancient  fchool, 
And  boafts  of  moral  Virtue's  rigid  rule ; 
By  Chriflian  Faith  the  perfect  doctrines  taught 
Shall  mock  Philofophy's  fublimeft  thought, 
In  the  clear  beams  of  Truth  celeftial  fhine, 
And  fpeak  their  Holy  Teacher  all  divine. 
Thence  even  the  ftubborn  Sceptic  mildnefs  draws, 
And  feels  their  influence  though  he  fcorn  their  laws. 
N  3  Thg 
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The  facred  rights  of  human  Nature  known, 
From  Europe's  climes  has  exii'd  Slavery  flown, 
Who  faw  of  old  her  fable  wing  difplay 
A  gloomy  fhade  o'er  Freedom's  brighteft  day.-— . 
O  could  my  verfe  forget  (he  ftill  denies 
The  funny  regions  of  the  Atlantic  ifles! 
Still  dwells  amidfl  the  hardier  race  that  try 
In  fields  of  blood  for  British  Liberty ! 
There  the  fad   Libyan    bought   in   fhameful 

trade, 
Vanquifh'd  by  foes,  or  by  Jus  chiefs  betray'd, 
Waits  from  his  cruel  lord's  remorfelefs  breath 
The  doom  of  labor,  infult,  (tripes,  and  death. 
Were  fuch  the  fatal  gifts  from  home  ye  brought 
Such  the  dire  lefTons  Parent  Europe  taught?.—- 
Ah  no! — beneath  her  inimical  fkies 
Blafted  at  once  the.  venom 'd  monfter  dies. 

Bold 
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Bold  Chivalry  employ 'd  her  earlier!  care 
To  footh  the  rugged  brow  of  frowning  War, 
Valor's  fierce  form  by  Courtefy  refin'd, 
And  bent  to  Mercy's  fway  the  headftrong  mind. 
She  taught  her  gallant  votaries  to  forego 
Each  mean  advantage  o'er  a  proftrate  foe3 
And  fhew'd  her  pupils  rear'd  in  Error's  gloom, 
To  fhame  the  polifh'd  chiefs  of  Greece  and  Rome. 

Crown'd  by   fuccefs,    and   deck'd   in   impious 
pride, 
See  in  ftern  pomp  the  imperious  Conful  ride, 
With  each  fad  vi£tim  of  uncertain  war 
Dragg'd  in  remorfelefs  triumph  at  his  car. 
While  Kings  and  Chiefs  fuperior  infult  know, 
And  only  feel  pre-eminence  in  woe. 
O  had  of  Gothic  days  the  rudeit  knight 
Seen  thefe  barbarians,  falfely  deem'd  polite, 

N  4  Shout 
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Shout  as  the  wretched  Hero  pafs'd  along, 
Scorn'd  and  affronted  by  the  unfeeling  throng, 
How  had  he  turn'd  afide  the  indignant  eye 
As  the  dire  pageant  mov'd  exulting  by, 
To  curfe  the  hearts  that  felfiih  maxims  fteel, 
And  execrate  the  effecls  of  patriot  zeal.— 

Now  view  on  nearer  Poitier's  trophied  plain 
The  gentler  triumphs  of  Britannia's  train  ! 
Though  every  taunt  fwol'n  Infolence  could  give 
Warm  in  the  Victor's  glowing  breaft  rrjuft  live^ 
Yet  when  aloft  o'er  England's  valiant  few 
With  unexpecled  pinion  Conqueft  flew, 
And  Gaul's  pale  Genius  funk  her  flagging  wing, 
And  mourn'd  her  flaughter'd  Peers  and  captive 

King  j 
No  keen  refentment  edg'4  the  British  fword, 
No  biting  infult  barb'd  one  cruel  word. 
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But  godlike  Edward  mild  in  fortune's  hour 
Sooth'd  the  fad  Monarch  fall'n  from  regal  power, 
To  vanquifh'd  greatnefs  generous  homage  paid 
And  ferv'd  the  prifoner  that  his  fword  had  made. 

Even  thofe  deftructive  tubes  whofe  fiery  breath 
Spreads  wide  the  fcenes  of  carnage  and  of  death, 
Though  their  dread  roar  the  novice  ear  affright,, 
Aid  mercy's  power  and  humanize  the  fight. 
Unfeen  each  blow,  no  warrior  treads  the  plain 
Demanding  vengeance  for  a  brother  {lain, 
No  favorite  kill'd  awakes  Pel  ides*  hate, 
No  fpoils  of  Pallas  urge  a  Turnus'  fate, 
From  hands  unknown  the  mortal  ftroke  is  given. 
And  every  bullet  feems  a  bolt  from  Heaven. 

Yet,  to  the  chiefs  of  elder  time  unknown^ 
Punctilious  rage  from  feudal  Honor  grown 

Provokes 
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Provokes  for  fpleenful  wrongs  the  deadly  ftrife, 
And  claims  in  private  war  the  forfeit  life. — 
But  though  too  plainly  from  this  dreadful  caufe 
Society  a  milder  afpecl  draws, 
And  praftis'd  in  the  School  of  Fear,  or  Shame, 
Fools  grow  polite,  and  Savages  are  tame ; 
Let  not  the  applauding  Mufe  provoke  to  chide 
The  weeping  Orphan,  or  the  widow'd  Bride, 
Awake  the  trembling  Matron's  anxious  fears^ 
Or  ope  the  facred  fource  of  Beauty's  tears. 

No ! — let  us  turn  from  fields  of  death  the  view. 
And  the  calm  Icenes  of.  fofter  Peace  purfue. 
Their  placid  fway  the  gentler  fex  impart, 
Refine  the  manners,  and  improve  the  heart, 
From    the    harfh    breaft    each    fterner    thought 

remove, 
And  tune  the  yielding  foul  to  joy  and  love. 

Nq 
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No  barbarous  Jealoufy's  misjudging  care 

Severely  watches  o'er  the  imprifon'd  Fair, 

No  houfhold  Tyrant  fixes  Beauty's  doom, 

To  ply  the  incefifant  web  and  ferviie  loom, 

Nor  does  the  mind  allur'd  by  Plato's  dream, 

Verging  to  Folly's  oppofite  extreme, 

It's  bofom's  Queen  in  hues  -ethereal  paint 

And   deem    the    blooming   maid    the    impaffive 

faint. 
Daughters  of  Love !  they  fhine  with  native  power3 
And  blefs  the  lone,  and  grace  the  focial  hour, 
With  fpotlefs  truth,  and  ardent  paffion,  blend 
The  enchanting  miftrefs,  and  the  faithful  friend, 
Each  fonder  joy  that  leflens  grief  difpenfe, 
Convince  the  reafon  and  delight  the  fenfe. 
With  bafhful  coynefs  temper  fierce  defire, 
And  lead  by  virtue  while  by  charms  they  fire. 

The 
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The  potent  force  of  fuch  refiftlefs  fway 

Infpires  the  Mufe,  and  governs  every  lay ; 

The  tender  Bard  exerts  his  utmoft  fkill, 

And  all  our  drains  pathetic  warblings  fill. 

The  Drama  lays  her  awful  robe  afide 

Of  gloomy  horror,  and  terrific  pride, 

Content  alone  the  gentle  mind  to  move 

With  the  fad  ftory  of  diftrefsful  love.-— * 

Delightful  Art  ? — though  firft  in  fhapelefs  guife 

Reviving  Genius  faw  thy  form  arife, 

« 

When  the  rude  bigot  on  the  barbarous  flage 
Producd  the  rnyfteries  of  the  holy  page ; 
Soon  Avon's  towering  eagle  bore  thy  name 
Beyond  the  exalted  flights  of  Attic  fame, 
Though  nicer  fkill  fucceeding  times  demand, 
Though  now  correclnefs  prune  with  cautious  hand, 
With  fcorn  tho'  Gallia  view  the  Gothic  fchoo]. 
Attentive  to  adopt  each  ancient  rule,, 

White 
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While  the  deep  pathos,  and  the  bold  fublime, 
Efcape  her  dull  harangues,  and  duller  rhyme. 
Not  all  her  precepts  form'd  by  critic  care 
Shewn  in  the  flowing  numbers  of  Voltaire, 
Not  even  the  Grecian  Mufe,  who  ftalks  a  Queen 
With  folemn  footftep  o'er  the  crouded  fcene, 
And  by  her  numerous  Choir  attended,  fings 
The  fplendid  fate  of  magiftrates  and  kings, 
Shall  with  our  Shake  spear  vie,  whofe  every  thought 
Drawn  from  fenfation,  and  by  Nature  taught, 
Defies  the  flavifh  rules  of  fcenic  art, 
And  fpeaks  at  once  convi&ion  to  the  heart. 
Yet  now  his  track  no  daring  bard  purfues, 
No  more  the  flage  is  trod  by  Hiflory's  Mufe  $ 
No  Tyrants  there  the  pangs  of  confcience  own^ 
No  Furies  haunt  the  Ufurper  on  his  throne; 
With  fofter  anguifh  Tragedy  prevails, 
And  deeds  of  horror  yield  to  plaintive  tales, 

6  While 


190  TH    E    PROGRESS       Part  III, 

While  full  the  fympathetic  currents  flow 
At  each  affecting  fcene  of  humbler  woe. 
Even  Comedy  who  us'd  with  jocund  grace 
To  drefs  in  chearful  fmiles  the  applauding  face, 
Oft  quits  the  playful  fcourge  of  ridicule, 
Spares  the  pert  coxcomb,  and  the  pompous  fool, 
The  winning  form  of  gentle  pity  wears, 
And  unfufpe&ed  cheats  us  into  tears. 

And  fee  in  amorous  ftyle  the  Novel  drefs'd 
With  fentimental  forrow  melts  the  breaft, 
Swells  the  fair  bofom  with  the  heaving  figb, 
And  fills  with  drops  of  grief  the  virgin's  eye. 
Perhaps  too  far  the  enchanting  lore  imparts 
It's  keen  fenfations  to  unguarded  hearts ; 
The  tender  fcenes  by  Vice  though  oft  defign'd 
So  rivet  to  the  page  the  attentive  mind, 


So 
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So  oft  with  glowing  tales  of  Paffion  footh 
The  unexperienced  ear  of  female  youth, 
That  many  a  Maid  rapp'd  by  their  magic  power 
Steals  from  her  cuftom'd  reft  the  midnight  hour, 
To  trace  through  lengthened  tomes  of  grief  difplay'd 
The  monftrous  fhapes  by  Folly's  hand  portray 'd; 
Whence  the  perverted  Fancy  learns  to  lofe 
The  fweet  attractions  of  the  chafter  Mufe.— 
Awake  to  each  fictitious  feeling  grown, 
And  mov'd  by  ills  to  real  life  unknown, 
The  mind,  with  fcenes  of  fabled  woe  poiTefs'd, 
Will  ftiut  to  homely  grief  the  fenfelefs  breaft, 
And  turn  from  Want  and  Pain  the  offended  ear, 
To  pour  for  feign'd  diftrefs  the  barren  tear. 

Wide  too   her  wave  has  fwelling  Knowledge 
fpread, 
And  the  full  dream  furrounding  Nations  fed. 
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With  unremitting  care  the  fage  of  old 
Each  maze  of  Science  labor'd  to  unfold, 
Hung  o'er  the  tedious  page  with  aching  fight 
Toil'd  through  the  day,   and  watch'd  the  wintry 

night : 
But  teeming  prefTes  now  around  diffufe 
The  monthly  magazine  and  daily  news, 
Where  bards  on  bards  in  endl  efs  train  fucceed, 
And  all  pretend  to  judge,  who  know  to  read, 

Whate'er  purfuits  the  attentive  mind  employ 
Muft  mark  our  manners  with  a  ftrong  alloy. 
Gaming  a  feature  of  the  human  frame 
In  various  ftates  and  various  climes  the  fame, 
Can   the   warm'd   breaft  with  ftrong    fenfation 

ftrike, 
And  rude  and  courtly  bofoms  charm  alike, 


For 
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JFor  this  old  Rome's  luxurious  youth  would  flight* 
The  healthful  labor,  and  the  fportive  fight ; 
For  this  among  the  extended  woods  that  fpread 
"Where- the  blue  German  hid  his  reftlefs  head  f\> 
The  rugged  inmates  won  by  luft  of  play 
Dear  life,  and  dearer  freedom  gave  away : 
Even  in  the  dufky  tribes  by  Nature  placed 
Mid  the  lone  horrors  of  the  Atlantic  Welfte, 
Where  fcarce  the  claim  of  property  obtains, 
In  favage  fury  dreadful^  Gaming  reigns. 
Hence  though  the  fons  of  wealth  in  this  delight 
Now  wafte  with  wakeful  toil  the  livelong  nighty 

* Nefcit  eqtfo  rudis 


Hserere  ingenuus  Puer; 
Venarique  timet,  ludere  do&ior 
Seu  Grseco  jubeas  trocho, 
Seu  inalis  vetita  legibus  alea, 

Hor.  Od,  24.  Lib.  3,1 

f  Ateam  (quod  mirere)  fobrii  inter  feria  exercent,  tanta 
lucrandi  perdendive  temeritate,  ut  quum  omnia  defecerunt, 
extremo  ac  noviffimo  jadu  de  libertate  et  de  eorpore  conten- 
dant.     Tacitus  de  Morib*  Germ* 

vol.  11,  O  Though 
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Though  on  one  flake  will  ample  fortunes  lie, 
And  mortgaged  manors  wait  a  fingle  die; 
Yet  here  no  form  peculiar  can  we  trace 
No  ftriking  character  of  modern  race. 
But  Cards  by  dull  invention  firft  defign'd 
To  footh  a  frantic  Monarch's  liftlefs  mind  *, 
O'er  Europe  now  extend  their  ilrcng  control*?, 
And  almoft  feem  to  fafcinate  the  foul : 
Of  every  calling,  and  of  every  Mate, 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  humble,  and  the  great. 
Save  the  hard  fons  of  wretched  labor,  fed 
By  daily  drudgery,  with  daily  bread, 
How  few  but  give  to  this  unmeaning  play 
Three  tedious  hours  from  every  circling  day  \ 
Nor  let  the  ferious  Mufe  though  light  they  feem3 
Beneath  her  folemn  care  fuch  trifles  deem ; 

*  Cards  are  faid  to  have  been  invented  in  the  year  13901 
to  divert  the  melancholy  of  Charles  VI.  of  France. 

5  Weak 
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Weak  mailers  though  they  be,  their  potent  art 
Gives  a  ftrong  tinfclure  to  the  human  heart : 
As  the  fang'd  brood  hot  Libya's  fands  among 
Though  by  fierce  rage  or  maddening  hunger  flung, 
If  the  clear  ftream  their  form  reflected  fhew, 
Loofe  all  their  vengeance  on  the  fhadowy  foe; 
So  here  thofe  powers  by  Reafon  unreprefs'd 
1    Whofe  furious  whirlwinds  fhook  the  human  breaft, 
Bade  with  deep  wounds  contending  nations  bleed, 
And  urg'd  the  daring,  or  the  atrocious  deed, 
In  trifling  cares  their  idle  force  engage, 
And  wafle  on  mimic  forms  their  harmlefs  rage.— 
Yet  let  not  Fafhion's  modern  votaries  boaft 
Of  harfher  manners  through  their  influence  lofti 
If  life's  fevefer  evils  they  fubdue, 
And  fmooth  the  rugged  mind,  they  weaken  too| 
If  favage  Hate  they  quell,  and  wild  Defire, 
They  damp  the  Poet's,  and  the  Patriot's  fire, 

O  2  The 
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The  fervid  glow  of  Friendship's  flame  remove, 
And  almoft  quench  the  golden  lamp  of  Love. 

Her  magic  powers  as  pleafure  thus  combines. 
Each  bofom  foftens  and  each  care  refines, 
Still  fure  the  fcenes  of  opulence  to  fhare, 
Spreads  Luxury  her  fplendid  empire  there; 
On  Europe's  lap  is  pour'd  the  varied  flore 
Of  every  climate,  and  of  every  fhore. 
For  her  Arabia  gives  her  rich  perfume, 
And  labors  for  her  eye  the  Persian  loom; 
For  her  the  Indian  culls  with  fainting  toil 
The  fpicy  harvefts  of  his  fuitry  foil; 
In  her  cool  air  remov'd  from  Asian  fields 
It's  lufcious  juice  the  ripe  Anana  yields; 
And  Indullry  with  bufy  care  fupplies 
The  want  of  glowing  lands,  and  fuitry  fkies, 

While 
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While  all  the  fruits  that  Summer  heats  afford, 
With  blufh  untimely  deck  December's  board; 
Spring  throws  her  mantle  o'er  the  freezing  hours, 
And  hoary  Winter  binds  his  brow  with  flowers. 
The  fwelling  fail  in  climes  remote  unfmTd, 
Wafts  home  the  produce  of  another  world* 
No  more  the  bark  fteer'd  by  the  flarry  ray, 
With  prow  uncertain  plows  the  watery  way  % 
But  guided  by  that  Gem  whofe  myftic  power 
To  Arctic  regions  points  in  every  hour, 
Commerce  new  oceans  ventures  to  explore, 
And  launches  boldly  from  the  leffening  more, 
Dares  the  dread  wonders  of  the  deep  unfold, 
And  toils  at  once  for  glory  and  for  gold. 

But  does  not  Reafon's  faithful  mirror  fhew 
The  future  profpect  of  diftrefs  and  woe, 

O  2  But 
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And  point  what  dangers  modern  foftnefs  wait 
In  the  Tad  tale  of  Rome's  declining  ftate?— 
Far  yet  fuch  fears !— unnumber'd  checks  there  lie 
To  ftop  the  fatal  flight  of  Luxury. 
Firft,  a  lefs  dangerous  form  it's  power  receives 
From  the  ftrong  influence  Beauty's  empire  gives, 
Of  culinary  fkill  the  enormous  wafle 
Offends  with  dull  difgufh  her  nicer  tafte ; 
Grandeur  mult  art  as  well  as  wealth  difplay^ 
And  appetite  to  elegance  give  way. 
Foul  Gluttony,  his  beaftly  empire  o'er, 
Now  muffs  the  bleeding  Hecatomb  no  more$ 
The  rofy  filk,  and  glittering  gem,  adorn 
No  rich  tiara  by  the  tyrant  worn  | 
The  flowing  muflin  in  refplendent  folds 
No  bloated  fon  of  felfifli  paffion  holds ; 
A  nobler  end  the  gifts  of  Commerce  fharej 
And  deck  with  heighten'd  charms  the  lovely  fair  | 

The 
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The  fnowy  lawn's  tranfparent  web  difplays 
The  panting  bofom  to  the  enamor'd  gaze ; 
For  them  the  loom  it's  daedal  labor  plies, 
For  them  the  gems  difclofe  their  various  dies, 
Rival  their  glowingcheeks,  and  emulate  their  eyes,  j 

EVen  tho' their  fmiles  the  ftubborn  bofom  tame5 
They  kindle  martial  valor's  generous  flame : 
Europe  of  old  her  free-born  daughters  gaf* 
To  Virtue's  champion,  not  to  Paffion's  Have, 
Not  only  Love's  fweet  raptures  to  difpenfe, 
And  footh  with  wanton  blandifhment  the  fenfe, 
But  the  rough  fcenes  of  changeful  life  to  fhare, 
Double  each  joy,  and  lighten  every  care, 
While  he  their  choice  who  fierceft  waged  the  fight, 
For  Beauty  ever  graced  the  boldeft  knight : 
And  ftill  amid  Refinement's  fofteft  reign 
The  glorious  wilh  -their  gentle  breafts  retain. 

O  4  *•, 
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No  lazy  Sybarite  with  wily  art 
By  female  manners  wins  the  female  heart, 
But  through  tjie  fmdied  garb  and  air  refin'd, 
Muft  beam  the  fymptoms  of  the  manly  mind. 
For  warlike  fame  their  fure  attention  draws, 
And  the  brave  foldier  gains  their  firft  applaufe. 

Contending  Nations  too  with  jealous  pride, 
And  different  infereft,  Europe's  mores  divide; 
Each   ftate,    like   Greece   pf  old  in  Freedom's 

hour, 
With  greater  ftrength  boafts  independent  power, 
And  fierce  Ambition  by  inceffant  ftorms 
In  valor's  rigid  fchool  the  hero  forms. 
Hence  though  it's  fweet  allurements  Wealth  difplay, 
Though  Pleafure  wide  extend  her  filken  fway, 
Still  Europe  may  her  manly  fons  behold, 
Firm  though  luxurious,  and  though  gentle  bold; 
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The  polifh'd  noble  feels  the  generous  fires 
And  dauntlefs  courage  of  his  feudal  fires, 
Her  rule  fevere  imperious  Honor  brings, 
And  checks  the  power  of  arbitrary  kings. 
Does  Honor  pall  ? — unfneath?d  the  avenging  fword 
flocks  the  ftern  mandate  of  the  regal  lord. 
Does  martial  Honor  point  to  bold  renown  ?— 
From    fumptuous    banquets,    and   from  beds    of 

jiown, 
Elate  and  gay  the  pamper  d  warrior  flie$ 
To  fatal  climates,  and  ungenial  Ikies; 
The  extremes  of  heat  and  cold  unfhelter'd  braves, 
And  tempts  the  furious  ftrife  of  winds  and  waves  $ 
Sees  all  around  him  crouding  legions  fall 
Pierced  by  the  gleaming  fteel,  or  diftant  ball, 
Unmov'd  receives  the  cannon's  thundering  breath, 
And  meets  with  breaft  unarm'd  the  fhafts  of  death. 
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Ah  Britain  !  while  with  radiance  all  divine 
On  thee  the  unfullied  rays  of  Freedom  fhine ! 
While  thy  bold  fons  with  Heady  eye  pervade 
JLach  form  hy  ancient  error  facred  made, 
The  haughty  noble's  titled  boaft  deride, 
And  treat  with  fcorn  hereditary  pride, 
Defpife  fantaftiq  Honor's  fhadowy  name, 
Till  Senfe  and  Reafon  ratify  her  claim, 
Dread  in  my  bofom  even  thofe  Virtues  raifev 
Anxious  I  view  and  tremble  while  I  praife. 
Though  Rank  in  other  climes  may  chance  to  tread 
Infulting  o'er  indignant  Merit's  head, 
Yet  curb'd  it's  vifionary  fetters  hold 
The  afpiring  Slave  of  plunder,  and  of  gold. 
Cuftom  will  oft  where  Prudence  yields,  prevail, 
And  Prejudice  may  fave  if  Wifdom  fail  t 
Should  e'er  Corruption's  dark  infidious  wave 
Sap  the  firm  barriers  ancient  Freedom  gave ; 

Should 
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Should  Patriot  Glory  fly  the  ill-fated  land, 
And  fordid  Wealth  the  fole  diftin&ion  ftand, 
What  could  repel  with  falutary  force 
Increafing  Luxury's  unbridled  courfe  ? 
Thy  recreant  fons  may  then  lament  too  late 
The  happier  errors  of  each  neighbouring  fcatej 
And  Virtue's  pure  ethereal  fubftance  fled, 
Wifh  Honor's  fainter  femblance  in  it's  ftead. 

Though  Commerce  wide  her  general  bleffings 
Jhowef 
When  moderation  bounds  her  reftlefs  power, 
Though  on  our  fhores  fhe  fpread  with  liberal  hand 
The  fair  produclions  of  each  diftant  land, 
And  richer  harvefts  from  our  cultur'd  fields 
Rough  Induftry  by  her  encourag'd  yields, 
Feeds  both  the  toiling  hive,  and  lazy  drones, 
fhe  Hind  that  labors,  and  the  Lord  that  owns  i 

Yet 
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Yet  when  forfaking  every  manlier  thought, 

Each  firm  refource  with  native  vigor  fraught, 

A  feeble  ftate  with  abjecl  hope  relies 

But  on  the  uncertain  aid  her  force  fupplies; 

From  impofts  laid  on  vice  fubfiftence  draws, 

And  lavifh  wafte  encourages  by  laws; 

Difdains  each  nobler  call  that  charm'd  of  old, 

And  rates  perfection  by  the  teft  of  gold, 

Soon  mail  corruption  with  unbounded  tide 

If*  fweeping  fury  o'er  the  region  ride^ 

While    crouding    woes    the    wretched    empire 

wait 
That  ftrove  by  bloated  weaknefs  to  be  great, 
Gave  her  own  flrength  and  inborn  worth  away 
For  the  faint  phantom  of  commercial  fway; 
Proud  to  extend  a  vaft  precarious  reign 
On  Folly  founded,  and  which  Crimes  maintain;* 

Sure^ 
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Sure,  or  the  fcene  a  gloomy  afpe6t  wears 
View'd  through  the  medium  of  prophetic  fears, 
Or  now,  even  now,  the  fad  contagion  fpreads, 
And  dire  effects  on  British  manners  fheds. 
The  race  who  draw  their  worth  from  wealth  aloneA 
Nor  other  rank,  nor  other  merit  own, 
In  high  efteem  by  abjeft  flattery  placed, 
Debafe  our  morals,  and  corrupt  our  tafte : 
The  dread  infeclion  flies  from  fire  to  fon» 
And  Folly  diffipates  what  Avarice  won; 
Expence  the  place  of  elegance  fupplies, 
And  half  demolifh'd  Beauty's  empire  lies. 
The  bread  that  Education  never  form'd 
Bright  Science  train'd,  or  fportive  fancy  warm'd, 
Knows  not  with  mirth  unting'd  by  fcorn  to  pleafe, 
Be  gay  with  dignity,  and  grave  with  eafe, 
But  vents  the  jeft  uncouth  with  coarfe  delight, 
And  deems  unmanner'd  infolence  polite. 

While 
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While  the  rude  vulgar  glad  to  draw  difgrace 
On  the  invidious  claims  of  birth,  and  place, 
Applaud  the  glare  by  lavifh  Ignorance  fliewn, 
And  give  diftinciions  chance  may  make  their  own* 

Ye  ancient  Lords  of  Britain's  fair -domain ! 
5Tis  yours  to  vindicate  Refinement's  reign; 
Though  Wifdom's  eye  difdain  the  titled  Have 
Staining  the  Honors  which  his  fathers  gave., 
Yet  with  a  brighter  hue  (hall  Virtues  mine 
That  add  new  luftre  to  a  noble  line.-*— 
Say  is  the  pride  of  birth  concentred  all 
In  the  old  trophy  and  the  banner'd  hall  ?— - 
Yours  be  the  fairer  boaft  in  docile  youth 
To  catch  from  Learning's  voice  the  lore  of  Truth, 
Drink,  the  pure  reafonings  of  the  patriot  fage, 
And  cull  each  flower  that  decks  the  claffic  page, 


Till 
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Till  by  the  fame  of  godlike  heroes  fir'd, 

The  man  fhall  copy  what  the  boy  admir'd. 

If  leaving  thefe  fuperior  aims  ye  try 

In  every  vice  with  every  fool  to  vie, 

Each  fair  advantage  fortune  gives  forego 

To  wage  unequal  conflicl:  with  the  foe, 

Say  can  the  gazing  croud  be  juftly  blam'd 

Who  pay  to  Wealth  the  deference  Honor  claim'd, 

When  fickly  folly  taints  that  generous  worth 

Which  heighten'd  grandeur  and  ennobled  birth  ? 

Your  happier  purpofe  be  it  to  reftore 
The  fame  that  waited  Britain's  Lords  of  yore, 
Ere  true  Nobility's  unblemim'd  fhape 
Was  chang'd  for  manners  every  knave  can  ape. 
Yours  be  it  Freedom's  empire  to  fupport 
No  Faclion's  flaves,  no  flatterers  of  a  Court. 

Wratch 
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Watch  with  keen  eye  the  encroachments  of  the 

throne, 
But  guard  it's  rights  for  they  protect  your  own* 
Fly  not,  difcharg'd  each  due  of  public  cafe^ 
To  breathe  foft  Diffipation's  fummer  air, 
"Where    Pleafure's    hand  prepares    the    poppied 

draught! 
To  drown  reflexion,  and  to  deaden  thought,. 
No,  rather  joy  the  fhouting  train  to  meet 
Who  hail  the  lord  of  each  paternal  feat; 
Where  your  wide  fore  (Is  fpread  parental  fhade 
View  the  gay  fcenes  of  rural  tafte  difplay'd; 
Let  Hofpitality's  warm  hand  await  .;  +J 

To  court  the  flranger  to  the  friendly  gate  ;■ 
Enforce  with  fteady  zeal  your  Country's  iawsy 
To  Juflice  true,  and  firm  in  Virtue's  caufe; 
Curb  Vice  licentious  in  her  mad  career. 
And  teach  oppreffive  Arrogance  to  fear; 

Redrefs 
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Redrefs  when  injur'd  Merit  heaves  the  iigh, 
And  wipe  the  tear  from  pale  Afflidion's  eye : 
So  fhall  your  fame  with  purer  honor  live 
Than  wealth,  than  faction,  or  than  rank  can  give, 
While  thefe  bed  titles  on  each  name  attend, 
The  bad  man's  terror,  and  the  poor  man's  friend, 

Long  may  ye  mock  in  this  fecure  defence 
The  vain  attempts  of  wealthy  Infolence : 
No  more  mall  fenfe  by  rudencfs  be  debas'd, 
Or  Fortune's  lavifli  minions  vitiate  tafte ; 
Her  ftores  profufe  no  more  fhall  Commerce  flings 
Fin4  jrood  o'er  Induftry  with  foftering  wing; 
While  your  examples  teach  her  wifer  train 
To  ufe  with  prudence,  what  by  care  they  gairi. 

And  you  ye  fair !  forgive  the  hone'ft  lay 
That  even  your  flighteft  errors  dares  difplay, 
"  voj..  n.  P  Nor 
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Nor  think  fatiric  rage  my  arm  can  move 
To  wound  like  Diomed  the  Oueen  of  Love, 
Though  I  prefume  to  point  the  fated  hour, 
Mark'd  with  the  fymptoms  of  your  fading  power, 
And  mourn  that  all  thofe  arts  which  life  refine, 
Rais'd  by  your  fway,  mail  with  your  fway  decline. 
Oft  by  the  youth  neglected  now  ye  ftand 
Nor  meet  Attention's  fond  affiduous  hand : 
O  be  it  yours  to  check  with  juft  difdain  ; 
This  mark  of  felfifh  Luxury's  domain, 
Ah !  leave  that  thirft  of  riot's  endlefs  joy 
Whofe  conftant  round  your  empire  muft  deftroy : 
Beauties  from  fcene  to  fcene  that  reftlefs  fly 
Lofe  all  their  force,  and  fate  the  public  eye; 
The  midnight  revel  early  age  o'ertakes, 
And  the  wan  cheek  the  native  rofe  forfakes ; 
Light  Affeclation  too  intent  to  pleafe 
Disfigures  more  than  time  or  pale  difeafe ; 

And 
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And  tyrant  Fafhion  with  Procrustes'  arm 
Shapes  to  it's  wild  caprice  each  tortur'd  charm. 
For  Love's !  for  Virtue's  fake !  ah  lay  afide 
The  undaunted  forehead,  and  the  martial  ftride ! 
Again  the  garb  of  female  foftnefs  wear, 
And  quit  the  fiercenefs  of  the  Grenadier : 
For  can  the  ornaments  your  cares  combine 
When  all  the  toilet's  rich  materials  mine, 
Match  blufhing  Modeiiy's  tranfparent  red 
O'er  the  warm  cheek  in  fweet  fuffufion  fpread, 
Or  like  the  downcafl  eye's  mild  luftre  move, 
Whofe  lid  veils  Meeknefs  and  whofe  glance  is 

Love  ? 
In  fabled  times  by  Ida's  lofty  Wood, 
When  rival  GoddefTes  contending  flood, 
Though  Juno  confcious  of  her  awful  mien 
March'd   with    the    ftate    of  J  o  v  e's  imperious 

Queen, 

P  2  Though 
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Though  Pallas  deck'd  her  Amazonian  charms 
In  the  refulgent  glare  of  radiant  arms, 
Yet  Love  prevail'd  in  Cytherea's  tyts, 
And  fmiling  Beauty  gain'd  the  golden  prize. 

From  Albion  far  may  heaven's  benign  decrees 
Avert  the  fiorms  my  anxious  mind  forefees : 
Still  may  fhe  fhine  with  pure  Refinement's  grace 
Secure  on  Virtue's  adamantine  bafe; 
Profperous  awhile  though  private  Vice  may  ftand. 
No  miracle  can  fave  a  vicious  land  j 
In  life's  calm  paths  though  fortune  oft  difpenfe 
Succefs  to  Guilt,  and  pain  to  Innocence. 
Whence  Faith  with  ftrengthen'd  eye  beyond  the 

tomb 
Sees  the  dread  hour  of  Juftice  yet  to  come, 

On  public  crimes  mufl  early  vengeance  wait, 

And  fpeedy  ruin  wrap  an  impious  (late, 

1  Since, 
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Since  from  the  offence  the  ftire  correction  fprings,-**- 
And  her  own  fcourge  abandon'd  Folly  brings. 

But  let  not  man  attempt  with  bounded  fkill 
To  fearch  the  depths  of  Heaven's  eternal  will, 
Infpeft  the  rolls  of  fate  with  fruitlefs  care, 
And  read  the  future  doom  of  empires  there. 
Enough,  her  eye  as  cool  Reflection  throws 
O'er  all  the  fcenes  thefe  lengthen'd  lays  difclofe, 
To  mark  each  profpecl  as  they  move  along, 
And  draw  thefe  moral  maxims  from  the  fong: 
That  though  Refinement  know  with  temperate 

ray 
To  wake  each  bloom  of  Merit  into  day, 
Urg*d  to  excefs  her  heighten'd  powers  deftroy 
The  expanding  bud,  and  blaft  each  promis'd  joy, 
As  ftorms  and  fultry  gleams,  o'ercome  the  flower 
Rais'd  by  the  genial  fun,  and  gentle  fhower, 
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That  Education,  while  her  careful  art 
Clears  from  each  baneful  Prejudice  the  heart 
Muft  cheriih  inborn  Glory's  generous  aim, 
The  fource  of  riling  Worth,  and  future  Fame. 
That  above  all,  on  each  ingenuous  breaft 
Be  with  itrong  force  this  facred  Truth  imprefs'd 
No  poliih'd  Manners  rival  Virtue's  price, 
No  favage  Ignorance  difgufts  like  Vice. 
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H  E  ftriking  difference  which  diftinguifhes 
the  manners  of  the  prefent  times  from  thofe 
of  antiquity,  is  in  no  refpeft  more  confpicuous 
than  in  the  reparation  of  the  aclive  from  the  fpe- 
culative  part  of  mankind.  In  ancient  Greece 
and  Rome,  the  Soldier  and  the  fine  Writer  were 
frequently  united  in  the  fame  perfon,  and  the 
names  of  Xenophon  and  Csefar  are  equally  re- 
vered by  the  Warrior  and  the  Scholar.  But 
among  the  moderns,  (from  what  caufe  it  is  not 
now  my  bufmefs  to  inveftigate,)  Learning  has  been 
chiefly  confined  to  a  fet  of  men  entirely  devoted 
to  ftudy  and  meditation  ;  while  thofe  who  have 
en^a^ed   in  the  more   active  fcenes   of  life  have 

o    o 

rarely  cultivated  it  mfficiently  to  diftinguifh  them- 
felves  by  any  elaborate  or  elegant  compofition. 
Moll  of  the  Treatifes,  even  on  Military  affairs, 
rather  referable  the  harangue  of  the  Sophift  be- 
fore Hannibal,  than  the  retreat  of  the  Ten  Thou- 
fand,   or  the   Commentaries  of  Csefar;    and  the 

few 
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few  works  that  we  have,  written  by  great  Generals 
are  neither  remarkable  for  the  clearnefs  of  the  ftyle., 
nor  the  connexion  of  the  precepts. 

But  the  following  POEM,  which  now  makes 
it's  firft  appearance  in  an  Englifh  drefs,  is  the  pro- 
duel;  of  a  Prince,  who  to  a  Military  Genius  in 
every  refpecl  equal  to  the  firft  Heroes  of  anti- 
quity, has  united  the  Eloquence  of  the  Hiftorian 
and  the  Fancy  of  the  Poet ;  and  while  The  Me- 
moirs for  the  Hi.ftory  of  the  Houfe  of  Branden- 
burgh,  fhew  a  manlinefs  of  ftyle  and  accuracy  of 
Political  Judgment,  worthy  the  pen  of  a  Monarch, 
his  Epiftles  difcover  an  infight  into  the  manners 
and  characters  of  mankind  one  would  almoft  think 
impoffible  to  be  acquired  by  a  perfon  in  his  exalted 
ftation. 

The  Poem  on  The  Art  of  War  is  a  lingular 
curiofity,  and  contains  what  has  never  been  at- 
tempted before,  Precepts  of  real  ufe  to  the  Mili- 
tary World,  diclated  by  the  firft  General  of  the 
age,  in  elegant  language,  and  adorned  with  the 
embelliihments  of  a  lively  fancy. 

I  am  perfectly  fenfiblc  that  there  is  greater  dif- 
ficulty in  translating  with  applaufe  from  a  language 
fo  univerfally  known  as  the    French,    than  from 

2  either 
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either  of  the  learned  languages,  as  for  one  who 
is  qualified  to  criticife  in  the  laft,  there  are  twenty 
in  the  former.  I  confefs  I  have  frequently  de- 
viated from  the  letter  of  the  Royal  Poet,  but  I 
hope  I  have  every  where  faithfully  preferved  his 
Spirit  and  Sentiments;  and  I  truft  a  lively  portrait 
drawn  with  a  free  Pencil,  will  give  a  more  ftrik- 
ing  refemblance  than  tracing  over  the  actual  lines 
with  the  care  and  conftraint  of  mathematical  pre- 
cision j  as  thofe  likenefles  which  are  taken  from 
the  fhadow,  may  indeed  (hew  us  the  exacl  fhape 
and  outline  of  the  face,  but  are  totally  deftitute 
of  expreffion,  coloring,  and  relief. 

This  Tranflation  was  the  amufement  of  fome 
of  the  many  leifure  hours  that  neceifarily  muft 
fall  to  the  lot  of  every  one  in  a  Camp  not  of 
aclual  fervice,  though  under  the  command  of  a 
General,  whofe  drift  attention  to  the  difcipline 
of  the  Regiments  entrufted  to  his  care,  and  whofe 
unremitting  diligence  in  forming  the  Militia  Corps, 
will  be  gratefully  remembered  by  every  Officer 
and  Soldier  of  that  eftablifhment  who  wifhed  to 
acquire  a  knowledge  of  the  Military  Profeflion, 
and  not  to  lounge  away  a  few  months  in  idlenefs, 
debauchery,  and  diffipation.  I  do  not  mean  this 
as  an  apology  for  any  defects  in  the  Tranflation ; 
for  as  I  had  ample  time  to  write,  fa  I  had  to  corr 

reel. 
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reft.  I  do  not  prefume  therefore  to  plead  either 
negligence  or  inattention  in  excufe  for  itY  faults, 
but  if  they  fhould  not  be  found  too  many,  I  flat- 
ter myfelf  that  fuch  a  Poem,  at  a  time  when  the 
whole  Nation  feems  to  have  taken  a  Military  turn, 
will  not  be  unacceptable  to  the  candid  Public. 


Sent 
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Sent  with  the  Second  Edition  of  the  Poem  to  his 
Majesty  the  King  of  PRUSSIA. 

IMPERIAL  Bard!  if  while  my  humble  ftrain 
Thy  precepts  fung  to  Albion's  warlike  train, 
Her  critic  ear  approving  caught  the  found, 
And  favoring  fmiles  my  nnifh'd  labor  crown'd, 
Her  plaudits  to  thy  glowing  verfe  belong 
But  faintly  imaged  in  my  ruder  fong. 
Then  as  the  Muse  to  thee  affiduous  pays 
This  honeft  tribute  of  Britannia's  praife, 
Though  Fame  has  cuU'dfrom  Phcebus'  facred  tree 
The  Poet's  and  the  Victor's  wreath  for  thee, 
And  Hiftory  mall  twine  around  thy  brow 
Eternal  crowns  of  her  unfading  bough, 
Forgive  the  officious  zeal  that  interweaves 
This  tranfient  bloifom  with  thy  Laurel  Leaves. 

HENRY  JAMES  PYE, 
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LETTER  from  Le  Comte  LUSI  to 
Lord    BARRINGTON, 

Mi  lord  ! 

J 'A  I  fait  parvenir  a  Potfdam  la  tradu&ion  de 
Moniieur  Pye,  du  Poeme  de  l'Art  de  Guerre, 
et  je  puis  avoir  I'honneiir  de  vous  dire  Milord, 
que  quoique  la  modeflie  de  fa  Majeftie  ait  trouve 
a  redire  au  choix  du  Traducleur,  Elle  a  eepen- 
dant  fort  agree  cette  marque  publique  et  particu- 
liere  du  cas  que  le  Poete  a  fait  de  fon  ouvrage  et 
m'a  charge  de  lui  paffer  fes  remerciemens.  Sa 
Majefte  regrette  beaucoup  de  ne  pas  poffeder 
affez  d'Anglois  pour  s'entendre  parler  le  language 
energique  des  Popes  et  des  Miltons,  et  Elle  eft 
bien  perfuadee  qu'un  Ecrivain,  tel  que  Monfieur 
Pye  qui  fait  unir  la  culture  des  Mufes  au  milieu 
des  armes,  ne  peut  qu'avoir  rendu  .  avec  toute' 
Pelegance  et  l'exaclitude  poffible  un  Poeme  fur 
l'Art  de  Guerre. 

J'ai  1'honneur  d'etre  avec  la  confideration 

la  plus  diflinguee, 

Milord, 

Votre  tres  humble  et  tres  obeifTant  Serviteur, 

LUSI. 
Londres,  25  May,   178,4. 
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TLLUSTRIOUS  Prince  mark'd  out  by  par* 

tial  Fate 
To  bear  the  burthen^  and  the  pomp  of  ftate, 
To  reign  of  fpacious  realms  the  future  lord, 
To  lift  the  balance,  and  to  wield  the  fwordj, 
O  hear  a  Soldier  train'd  to  War's  alarmSj 
Inur'd  to  danger,  and  grown  old  in  arms* 
With  voice  experienced  fliew  the  thorny  road 
Which  leads  through  fcenes  of  blood  to  Fame's 
abodes 
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Nor  arms,    nor  deeds,    nor  numerous  troops 
alone 
Sullain  the  honor  of  the  monarch's  throne ; 
Their  ufe  acquire,  and  every  Art  that  leads 
The  Warrior's  fkilful  arm  to  glorious  deeds ; 
My  Mufe  mail  here  the  various  portrait  trace-, 
And  point  the  virtues  which  the  Hero  grace ; 
His  talents  gain'd  by  toil,  his  mind  ferene, 
His  aclive  courage,  and  his  forefight  keen, 
Whofe  powers  united  in  the  Warrior's  heart 
O'erleap  the  bounded  limits  of  his  art. 

Yet  think  me  not,  malignant  bard,  inclin'd 
To  found  pale  Difcord's  clarion  to  mankind, 
That  dazzled  by  falfe  Glory's  dangerous  fire 
I  feek  Ambition's  fury  to  infpire, 
Or  wifli  to  fee  your  favage  vengeance,  hurl'd 
With  frantic  boldnefso'er  a  ravag'd  world; 

O  may 
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O  may  my  Hero  boaft  the  honeft  fame 
That  waits  Aurelius',  Titus',  Trajan's  names 
Then  mine  with  nobieft.  light  triumphant  kings, 
When  Virtue  owns  the  crown  that  Valor  brings, 
Droops  every  trophy,  withers  every  wreath, 
That  fell  Injuftice  blafts  with  poifonous  breath  ! 

O  lovely  Peace !   and  thou  thrice  happy  power, 
Whofe  hands  on  Prussia's  realm  each  bleffing 

fhower, 
Far  from  our  fields  and  tranquil  feats,  be  driven 
A  Vi£tor  King,  the  heavieft  fcourge  of  Heaven ! 
Could  my  low  voice  reach  Heaven's  eternal  throne, 
Still  mould  our  fields  thy  blifsful  influence  own, 
Still  mould  the  labourer  in  our  happy  plains 
Securely  reap  the  produce  of  his  pains, 
And  watchful  Themis  with  impartial  law 
Prote6l  the  guiltlefs,  and  the  vicious  awe, 

Q  2  Our 
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Our  vefTels  give  their  canvas  to  the  breeze, 
And  fear  no  dangers  but  from  ftormy  feas, 
And  Pallas  o'er  our  peaceful  throne  preft'de, 
Her  aegis  guard  us,  and  her  wifdom  guide ;    . 
But  fhould  fome  neighbouring  power  with  caufelefs 

hate 
Difturb  our  quiet,  and  invade  the  Rate, 
Ye  kings !  ye  people  !  roufe  to  War's  alarms, 
And  Heaven  mall  aid  their  caufe  whom  Juftice  arms. 

Fierce  God  of  War !  to  thee  I  tune  the  lay, 
Direei  my  fteps,  and  point  the  arduous  way, 
And  you,  Aon i an  maids,  affift  my  choice, 
To  gentle  accents  melt  my  rougher  voice, 
Temper  with  fofter  ftrains  my  warlike  fire, 
And  tune  my  trumpet  to  your  peaceful  lyre  t 
My  daring  mind  would  paths  unufual  trace, 
And  on  Parnassus'  heights  Victoria  place, 

6  '  While 
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While  on  the  forehead  of  the  Deli  an  god, 
Shall  gleam  the  helmet,  and  the  plumage  nod. 
My  hand  nor  paints  fair  Venus'  amorous  wiles, 
Her  wanton  bluihes,  and  her  witching  fmiles, 
Nor  fliews  the  hero's  limbs  inglorious  laid 
On  fragrant  rofes  'neath  the  myrtle's  made; 
Let  Pontus'  bard  ung  Cupid's  filken  fway, 
While  liften'ing  Graces  love  the  tender  lay, 
My  martial  pen  more  horrid  forms  defigns, 
Stern  Vulcan  working  'midft  ^Etne'an  mines, 
Where  ponderous  blows  with  dreadful  art  prepare 
Thofe  fell  machines,  the  Thunderbolts  of  War, 
Whofe   force,    when    fluiful   hands    their  power 

employ, 
O'orturn  the  bulwark,  and  the  town  deftroy. 
Drive  fighting  legions  to  the  realms  of  death, 
And  rule  the  fate  of  empires  with  their  breath. 


I'll 
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I'll  paint  the  cruel  arm  from  Baton ne  nam*df 
Where  favage  art  a  new  deftruction  frarn'd, 
Their  powers  combin'd  where  fire  and  fteel  impart. 
And  point  a  double  wound  at  every  heart, 

Amidft  the  ranks,  while  death  and  carnage  reign3 
Calm  moves  the  hero  o'er  the  crimfon  plain, 
Commands  freih  troops  the  dubious  fight  to  wage^ 
And  fhews  the  fatal  temped  where  to  rage. 

But  ere  I  open  to  the  youthful  heart 
Thefe  parts  fublime,  the  myfteries  of  the  arts 
Firft  fhall  my  precepts  to  the  pupil's  fight 
Unfold  the  eafier  maxims  of  the  fight : 
So,  ere  the  eaglets  try  the  realms  of  air, 
The  parent's  wings  her  callow  offspring  bear^ 
Till  bold  by  ufe,  aloft  they  proudly  rife, 
And  fail  with  dauntlefs  pinion  through  the  ikies, 
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Ye  warrior  youths,  impatient  now  to  tread 
The  dangerous  path  of  Fate,  by  Honor  led! 
Torn  from  a  weeping  mother's  folding  arms, 
Untried  in  Fight,  and  new  to  War's  alarms, 
Think  not  with  novice  hand  to  feize  renown, 
Or  pluck  from  Victory's  brow  th'  eternal  crown  ; 
Difdain  not  firft  to  learn  with  ceafelefs  care, 
Each  nice  detail,  the  Elements  of  War ; 
To  forms  of  art  your  docile  bodies  yield, 
With  ready  arm  the  weighty  firelock  wield ; 
firm  in  your  ranks  in  death-like  filence  nand, 
And  wait  with  watchful  eye  your  chief's  command ; 
Ouick  at  the  word,  in  equal  motions  all, 
Place  in  the  threatening  tube  the  murderous  ball ; 
With  Heady  footfteps  wedg'd  in  clofe  array, 
Your  ranks  unfloating,  rapid  rufh  away  ; 
Now  halting,  to  the  allotted  time  attend, 
While  by  platoons  unnumber'd  deaths  you  fend ; 
O  4  Calmly 
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Calmly,  though  fwift,  (falfe  hafte  will  (till  retard,) 
March  to  the  poft  your  duty  bids  you  guard, 
Attend  each  fignal  of  your  leader's  hand, 
Who  knows  not  to  obey  will  ne'er  command  ; 
With  courage  thus   neath  valiant  Baden's  carej, 
Pafs'd  Finck  the  hard  apprenticefliip  of  War. 

When   train'd  for  fight  the  embattled  cohorts 
ftand, 
The  meaneft  foldier  helps  to  form  the  band; 
Thefe  are  the  limbs,  and  Difcipline  the  foul 
Pervades,  informs,  and  regulates  the  whole. 
So  that  Versailles  her  filver  ftreams  may  play 
In  watry  columns  to  the  face  of  day^ 
Marly's  ftrong  engines  fram'd  by  niceft  (kill, 
Make  Seine's  fubjefted  waves  obey  their  will; 
Ten  thoufand  various  wheels,  and  pumps  unfeen, 
With  blended  powers  compofe  the  vaft  machine, 

Each 
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Each  movement  to  the  whole  affiftance  lends, 
Cord  waits  on  cord,  and  wheel  on  wheel  depends. 
Fail  but  one  rope,  one  pulley  move  no  more, 
The  frame's  diforder'd,  and  the  fcene  is  o'er. 
Thus  in  the  holt  which  glory  leads  to  fame, 
Should  docile  courage  every  breaft  inflame ; 
Valor  that  leaps  o'er  order's  facred  bound 
Is.  often  dangerous,  always  ufelefs  found, 
Movements  uncertain,  ralhly  quick,  or  flow. 
May  Wait  the  laurels  budding  on  your  brow, 

Deem  not  the  nice  details  of  duty  vain, 
They're  the  firft  fteps  that  lead  to  Victory's  fanej 
By  fervice  taught,  and  train'd  in  valor's  fchool, 
Sqldier  yqurfelf,  you'll  foldiers  learn  to  rule ; 
Form'd  by  degrees  by  Wifdom's  careful  hand 
The  prudent  leader  of  a  valiant  band9 

Your 
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Your  fteady  thoughts  will  o'er  it's  ranks  prefide^ 
It's  daring  march  with  temper'd  ardor  guide. 
Teach  it  the  various  forms  of  fight  to  know. 
And  fend  unerring  flaughtgr  on  the  foe: 

Rang'd  in  three  ranks  fair  Prussia's  hardy  race 
With  dauntlefs  front  the  adverfe  legions  face; 
With  deeper  files  their  foes,  though  brave,  in  yai?* 
Oppofe  their  ardor,  and  difpute  the  plain. 
Advance  with  equal  pace  the  clofe-wedg'd  line5 
X-et  in  the  front  the  dreadful  bayonet  mine, 
Attack  with  ardor,  and  referve  your  fire. 
So  mall  the  aftonim'd  foe  at  once  retire. 

Your  wafted  troops  mull  be  fupplied  with  care. 
Mown  down  by  flaughter  in  the  field  of  War ; 
Chufe  manly  youths  with  finews  firm  and  ftrong 
To  fhare  the  glories  of  your  veteran  throng: 

Mars 
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Mars  loves  the  fwain  whofe  well-knit  limbs  can  take 
The  heavieft  burthens,  nor  his  ranks  forfake. 
While  feebler  frames,  by  labor  worn,  and  pain? 
Shall  fink  beneath  the  weight  of  one  campaign. 
So  proudly  waving  q'er  the  mountain's  brow, 
Braves  the  tough  oak  the  whirlwinds  as  they  blow? 
While  by  it's  fturdy  fi.de  the  wintry  blaft 
Lays  with  it's  rage  the  {lender  pine-tree  wafte,, 
Thus  fhall  new  levies  fill  your  daring  train, 
Strong  as  the  fhaggy  brood  of  Libya's  plaiq. 

If  to  renown  your  faring  hopes  afpire, 
Of  various  troops  the  different  ufe  acquire. 
To  arms  with  which  Thessalia's  heroes  fought, 
Join  what  their  foes  the  a£tive  Centaurs  taught  j 
Let  a  new  Pluvinel  *  your  courfers  train, 
To  bear  the  foldier,  and  obey  the  rein, 

?  An  eminent  Riding-mailer. 

O'er 
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O'er  the  wide  trench  with  active  limbs  to  bound, 
To  pafs  the  rivulet,  and  to  leap  the  mound. 
On  your  ftrong  beaft  the  weighty  cuirafs  wear, 
And  let  your  brows  the  galling  helmet  bear, 
Learn  with  exacleft  art  the  fword  to  wield. 
For  oft  rude  force  to  aclive  fkill  muft  yield ; 
This  ready  weapon  gleaming  in  the  hand 
Shall  terrify  or  break  the  hoftile  band, 
Deal  with  refntlefs  force  it's  deaths  around, 
While  Mars  approving  fmiles  on  ev'ry  wound; 
But  from  the  fnorting  fteed,  the  uncertain  fire, 
Breaks  your  own  ranks,  nor  makes  the  foe  retire. 

Teach  your  brave  fquadrons  to  perform  with 
care 
The  various  forms  of  fight,  and  modes  of  War, 
To  halt  at  once,  to  wheel  in  clofe  array. 
Nor  from  their  neighbouring  troops  to  break  away  1 

Let 
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Let  fome  experienced  chief  with  careful  art, 
Speed  join'd  with  order,  to  your  line  impart; 
Teach  it  on  every  ground  with  eafe  to  form  ; 
Swift  as  the  lightning,  dreadful  as  the  dorm,  , 
Shew  it  at  once  from  pace  fedate  and  flow, 
To  rufh  impetuous  on  the  wond 'ring  foe ; 
To  drive  the  adverfe  troops  to  rapid  flight, 
And  fweep  contending  armies  from  the  fight. 

Firft  bloom'd  the  laurel  bough  on  Grecians  foil, 
Stern  Sparta  taught  the  Warrior's  generous  toil. 
While  Thebes  the  clofe  compacted  fight  begun, 
And  bade  her  phalanx  glitter  in  the  fun. 

Illuftrious  chiefs  of  Greece!  your  fage  command 
To  heroes  rais'd  the  meaneil  of  your  band ; 
Your  fkill  the  want  of  numerous  hofls  fupplied, 
And  temperate  Valor  vanquifh'd  Persian  Pride* 

While 
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While  Marathon  and  Salamis  proclaim 
To  ages  yet  unborn  the  Grecian  name. 
Wondering,  the  Macedonian  Prince  behold^ 
Proud  of  his  friends,  and  lavifh  of  his  gold, 
Wealthy  in  hopes,  of  warlike  Virtue  vain, 
Pie  fights,  he  conquers  Persia's  trembling  trains 
Aftonifh'd  Asia  {brinks  beneath  the  blow* 
And  yields  her  riches  to  the  approaching  foe, 
While  by  Euphrates'  ftream  his  phalanx  ftooc^ 
Granicus'  waves,  and  Ganges'  diftant  flood. 

At  length  ftern  Mayors  from  the  eaftern  more, 
To    Rom  e's    proud   walls    his    bloody   banners 

bore  ; 
A  warrior  nation  frantic  for  alarms 
Learn'd  from  the  God  himfelf  the  ufe  of  arms; 
r  They  dare  their  martial  neighbours  to  the  fields 
Hod  force  oppofing  deftiny  to  yield? 

Italia's 
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Italia's  Hates  their  growing  power  obey, 
Bend  to  their  mandates,  and  increafe  their  fway  : 
By  deeds  like  thefe  their  eagle  ufed  to  foar, 
Now  ftretch'd  her  pinions  to  each  diftant  fhore; 
Rome  'gainft  her  foes  their  Arts  improving  turns, 
And  from  each  war  new  means  of  Victory  learns ; 
Her  ftrengthen'd  camps  all  hoftile  inroads  brave, 
And  Danube  trembled  from  his  fartheft  wave. 
Triumphant  thus,  her  conquering  bands  fubdued 
Iberia's  fwains,  German ia's  hardy  brood j 
The  painted  fons  of  Britain's  fea-girt  fhore 
Lament  their  favage  independence  o'er ; 
The  Grecian   Arts,    the  Punic  Wiles  were! 

vain, 
And  Pontus'  Chiefs,  and  Gallia's  giant  Train,  f 
And  all  a  vanquihYd  Wsrld  confefs'd  her  bound 

lefs  reiffOo 


But 
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But    when    that    Difcipline,     whofe    copious 
fource 
Supplied  their  legions  with  refiftlefs  force, 
Beneath  their  later  Caesars  gan  to  fade, 
A  thoufand  barbarous  holts  their  realms  invade, 
More  ruffian  rage  than  warrior  art  employ* 
Each  province  ravage,  and  each  town  deftroy* 
Till  nodding  to  her  fall,  the  ruin'd  fiate 
Her  ancient  laws  neglected  mourns  too  late. 

Now  long  the  glorious  Art  unheeded  lay* 
Till  *  Charles  victorious  call'd  it  into  day  t 
The  nations  trembling  at  his  warlike  reign, 
Beheld  the  unconquer'd  infantry  of  Spain 
Reduced  by  ceafelefs  care  to  order's  law, 
But  doom'd  to  perifii  in  thy  fields,  Rocroi* 

*  The  Emperor  Charles  V* 


Burfting 
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Burfting  thofe  bands  which  long  her  fans  had 
chain'd, 
Arous'd  by  vengeance,  and  by  Maurice  train'd, 
Batavia  bravely  curb'd  defpotic  fway, 
And  freedom  gain'd  by  learning  to  obey; 
By  this  illuftrious  Chief's  example  fir'd, 
The  brave  Turenne  to  glory's  heights  afpir'd; 
While,  patroniz'd  by  Lewis'  prudent  view, 
Gallia  from  him  the  Hero's  Science  drew, 
And  the  bold  Warrior  bow'd  his  ftubborn  heart 
To  the  ftricl  rules  of  Difcipline  and  Art. 
Mean  while  Eugene,  the  favorite  fon  of  Mars, 
Form'd  for  the  fight,  and  doom'd  in  future  wars 
To  fland  firm  bulwark  of  the  imperial  throne, 
Pafs'd  in  his  court  unnotic'd  and  unknown. 
From  him  Dessaw,  then  new  to  War's  alarms, 
Firft  learn'd  the  toilfome  rudiments  of  Arms  1 

■ 
vol.  11.  R  Thus 
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Thus  the  fame  powers  on  Austria's  realms  who 

wait, 
Became  the  guardians  of  the  Prussian  {late, 

Mark  how  in  every  age  this  Art  alone 
Has  fix'd  the  monarch,  and  rnaintain'd  his  throne  ; 
If  of  this  wonderous  pile  that  mates  the  ikies, 
On  Difcipline  the  firfl  foundations  rife, 
Let  in  your  mind  it's  vaft  importance  live, 
ich  faee  experience  knows  alone  to  siye; 


Woe  to  the  Novice  who  with  frantic  heart 
Shall  think,  untaught,  to  try  this  dangerous  Art. 
Thus  Phaeton,  while  headflrong  paffions  fire. 
Obtains  the  burning  chariot  from  his  fire, 
His  hands  had  ne'er  the  fiery  courfers  driven, 
JSfor  knew  his  eyes  the  devious  paths  of  Heaven ; 
He  feiz'd  the  reins,  his  horfes  ftart  aWay, 
O'er  all  the  ethereal  plains  at  will  they  ftray, 

Till 
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Till  (truck  the  impetuous  youth  by  thunder's  force, 
The  hiffing  waves  receive  his  blacken'd  corfe; 

Rafii  youths  be  warn'd!  the  dangerous  frenzy 
fhun, 
Nor  tempt  the  timelefs  fate  of  Phaeton  : 
A  ruiii'd  land  fliall  mourn  his  haplefs  Wars 
Who  guides  too  foon  the  fiery  ileeds  of  Mars* 
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WHEN  fatal  Difcord  from  the  realms  of 
.lt 

night; 
Wings  to  this  bleeding  world  her  baleful  flight, 
Wakes  with  infernal  cries  her  fcrpent  brood, 
Sheds  through  the  troubled  air  a  fiery  flood, 
And  bids  invidious  rage  and  fury  dart 
Their  rankling  poifons  through  each  monarch's 

heart, 
Juftice  and  Peace  from  mortal  councils  driven, 
Forfake  the  earth,  and  feek  their  native  Heaven ; 
R  3  Remorfelefs 
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Remorfelefs  Vengeance  every  nation  guides, 
And  brutal  force  in  Themis'  feat  prefides; 
Satiate  with  blood,  yet  thirfting  flill  for  more,. 
Proud  of  her  nrfl  fuccefs,  with  favage  roar, 
The  monfler  urges  to  the  dangerous  plain 
Definitive  War,  and  all  her  hellifh  train. 

Then  fliine  around  the  opening  {lores  of  Mars, 
The  ramparts  guarded  threaten  future  Wars; 
On  every  anvil  new-form'd  weapons  gleam, 
And  loads  the  darken'd  iky  a  fulphurous  fleam ; 
The  fpacious  cities,  whilom  feats  of  eafe, 
With  pleafure  gay,  and  every,  art  of  peace, 
Now  fwarm  with  crowding  troops  and  glittering 

arms, 
All  look  dellruclion,  and  all  breathe  alarms, 
While  the  fhrill  clarion  chides  the  winter's  ftav, 
Whofe  tedious  hours  the  promised  War  delay. 

The 
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The  feafon  form'd  to  fan  more  pleating  fires, 
Parent  of  blooming  hopes  and  young  defires, 
When  fmiling  Graces  every  flower  combine, 
The   blooming  wreaths   of   Love   and  Peace  to 

twine, 
Tempts  only  now  to  fcenes  of  blood  and  death 
The  daring  Warrior  urg'd  by  Glory's  breath. 

Soft  floats  the  air,  and  pours  the  melting  fnow 
In  filver  torrents  from  the  mountain's  brow; 
O'er  the  fair  vales  the  cryflal  currents  glide,. 
And  fmiling  herbage  waits  on  every  tide  ; 
Verdant  with  rifing  corn  the  hills  appear, 
And  laughing  Flora  decks  the  vernal  year; 
The  warrior  bands  with  vengeful  arms  fupplied, 
The  fatal  miniflers  of  regal  pride, 
For  glory  eager,  and  of  courage  proud, 
With  wings  of  fpeed  to  Honor's  ftandard  croud ; 
R  4  *V 
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For  the  warm  roof  the  tent  it's  covering  fpreads ; — 
The  approaching  War  each  trembling  neighbour 

dreads ; 
The  affrighted  hind  reluclant  quits  the  foil, 
And  ftrangers  reap  the  produce  of  his  toil. 

Now  on  the  deftin'd  fpot  the  martial  train 
Drawn  up  in  dread  array  poffefs  the  plain ; 
The  full  battalions  on  the  appointed  place, 
With  ready  hands  the  growing  city  trace ; 
Here  ftretch  the   ftreets,    and   there   the   palace 

gate 
Spreads  to  receive  the  guardians  of  the  ftate ; 
Without  or  wood,  or  ftone,  with  fkilful  hands 
By  foldiers  rear'd,  the  canvas  city  ftands  j 
Who,  as  the  War  requires,  with  eafe  pull  down, 
Bear  off,  and  raife  anew,  the  moving  town. 


It 
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It  afks  no  vulgar  mind,  or  trifling  care, 
To  chufe  the  Ration  and  the  Camp  prepare : 
Your  troops  in  certain  fafety  would  you  place, 
The  different    ground  with    flrill   and   prudence 

trace : 
Here  craggy  mountains  feem  to  pierce  the  fky, 
There  narrow  dells  and  fpacious  champains  lie ; 
Each,  as  occafion  points  or  chance  dire&s, 
Affifts  your  purpofe,  and  your  Camp  protects ; 
On  thefe  felecled  well,  and  fix'd  with  care, 
Depends  the  fortune  of  th'  approaching  War. 

The  hardy  troops  whofe  fteady  march  you  lead, 
The  fubftance  form  of  War,  yourfelf  the  head ; 
Since  from  your  thoughts  their  ev'ry  motion^fiows, 
Act.  while  they  reft,  and  watch  o'er  their  repofe ; 
To  you  each  look  the  ardent  warriors  fend, 
Wait  on  your  words,  and  on  your  Hull  depend ; 

With 
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With  ceafelefs  care  their  confidence  retain, 
Nor  let  the  Soldier  truft  your  power  in  vain. 

Does  your  bold  heart  in  bloody  fields  delight^ 
Refolv'd  to  try  the  dubious  chance  of  fight  ? 
Chufe  for  your  daring  Camp  the  extended  field, 
Whofe  fpace  fhall  room  for  every  movement  yield ; 
Small  troops  advanc'd  before  your  army  fend, 
Let  woods,  and  rivers  near,  your  Poll  defend : 
Protecl  the  neighbouring  towns  with  watchful  eye, 
Whofe  plenteous  marts  your  valiant  troops  fupply ; 
Let  your  brave  bands  at  equal  diflance  drawn, 

Rang'd  in  two  lines,  divide  the  verdant  lawn ; 
Your  foot  the  centre  guard  with  fleady  ranks, 
While    your   new-form'd    dragoons    protect   the 

flanks ; 
The  infantry  with  firm  refiftlefs  force 
Your  body  make,  your  arms  the  rapid  horfe. 

Uncrouded 
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Uncrouded  fquadrons  there  their  files  extend, 
A£tive  to  charge,  or  ready  to  defend ; 
But  in  it's  proper  place  each  corps  employ, 
Or  ground  unfit  will  all  their  power  deftroy. 
Mounted  on  fiery  fteeds,  the  Centaur  train, 
Who  ru(h  like  lightning  o'er  the  level  plain, 
Where  fwells  in  craggy  heights  the  uneven  ground, 
Or  gloomy  forefts  fpread,  are  ufelefs  found, 
While  the  brave  foot  in  all  alike  remain, 
The  wood,  the  marfh,  the  mountain,  or  the  plain, 
March  o'er  the  extended  field,  or  hollow  dale, 
Climb  the  fleep  cliff,  the  ftrong  entrenchment  fcale. 
Ready  with  equal  vantage  to  engage, 
Where'er  the  doubtful  battle  chance  to  rage. 
As  when  in  fpring,  the  clouds  together  driven, 
With  fcowling  vapours  blot  the  face  of  Heaven, 
And  thunder,  wind,  and  rain,  with  flormy  blaft, 
Lay  the  green  hopes  of  future  harvefts  wafte ; 

So> 
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So  with  their  heavy  fire  in  clofe  array, 

- 
They  ruin  pour  on  all  who  check  their  way. 

If  to  your  breaft  her  aid  difcretion  lend. 
Your  army's  flanks  with  ftri&eft  care  defend ; 
A  friendly  village,  an  impervious  wood, 
A  deep  morafs,  or  filver-winding  flood, 
Shall  every  weaker  part  from  fear  protect, 
And  teach  the  foe  fuch  ramparts  to  refpect 

The  bull  provok'd,  with  horns  protended  ftands, 
Runs  on  his  foe,  and  fpurns  with  rage  the  fands, 
With  ready  front  each  bold  attack  receives, 
Nor  to  the  affault  his  fide  defencelefs  leaves^ 
The  important  precept  fix  within  your  heart, 
The  prudent  chief  conceals  each  weaker  part ; 
Secure  from  wounds,  fave  in  the  unguarded  heel, 
The  Grecian  hero  mock'd  the  force  of  fteel; 

Such 
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Such  are  your  flanks,  protect  them  from  the  foe, 
Nor  rafhly  tempt  like  him  a  mortal  blow. 

By  adverfe  fortune  if  your  fchemes  are  crofs'd, 
While  growing  numbers  fwell  the  oppofing  hoft, 
To  your  thin  ranks  let  Art  her  fuccour  lend, 
Let    Nature's    works    your    ftrengthen'd    Camp 

defend ; 
Place  your  battalions  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
'Midft    gloomy  woods,    or  where   rude  torrents 

flow. 

Nor  this  enough ;  fome  paffage  unexplor'd 
Should  from  your  poft  a  fafe  retreat  afford; 
Free  to  retire,  or  ready  to  advance, 
Then  fhall  you  fcorn  the  fhifting  power  of  chance, 
O'ercome  by  talents  while  your  foes  remain 
To  wafte  with  ufelefs  rage  their  force  in  vain. 

Learn 


254  THE    ART  OF    WAR.       Book  II. 

Learn  in  the  field  of  Mars  with  prudent  care.^ 
To  range  your  bands  in  every  form  of  War; 
With  fire  your  line  fuiiain,  between  the  fpac  e 
Of  different  corps,  your  thundering  engines  place,, 
Whofe  brazen  wombs  with  dreadful  flafti  impart 
Defpair  and  terror  to  the  affailant's  heart. 

Behind  thefe  fierce  volcanos  let  your  band 
Of  cuirafs'd  horfe  in  dreadful  order  ftand : 
If  fire  and  Heel  their  force  in  vain  combine, 
But  (till  your  foes  advance  and  pierce  your  lines 
Swift  to  your  eager  fquadrons  give  the  word3 
And  let  them  bathe  in  blood  each  mining  fword. 

Thus  to  the  experienced  leader's  fage  command 
It's  ready  aid  affords  the  docile  land, 
Still  offers  fafety  to  his  eagle  %^- 


And  wifdom  fixes  fortune's  tranfient  flight. 


Valor's 
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Valor's  a  common  gift,  but  Prudence  rare,  1 

Varro  the  daring  Soldier's  praife  may  fhare.      >- 
But  the  form'd  Hero  mines  in  Fab  1  us'  care.      J 
As  where  aloft  the  cliffs  of  Athos  rife, 
And  rufli  with  azure  fummits  to  the  fkies, 
In  vain  the  embattled  tempeft  pours  from  far, 
jVgainfi:  his  fides  the  elemental  War,  . 
Smiles  'midfl  an  air  ferene  his  lofty  brow, 
And  mocks  the  thunder  as  it  roars  below; 
So  the  cool  chief  defpifmg  fortune's  frown, 
Looks  from  his  well-fenc'd  Camp  undaunted  down, 
Beholds  his  foe  in  ufelefs  fchemes  engage, 
And  wafte  in  vain  attempts  his  fruitlefs  rage. 

If  Genius  in  your  breaft  has  fix'd  her  throne, 
And  Mars  propitious  mark'd  you  for  his  own, 
Whatever  ground  your  legions  tread,  you'll  find 
Caftles,  and  forts,  by  nature's  hand  defign'd ; 

Folly 
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Folly  may  fee,  but  Wifdom's  hgppy  Ikill 
Turns  each  obedient  to  the  Warrior's  will. 

Thus  Sparta's  hero  in  that  glorious  day, 
When  Xerxes' millions  forced  at  length  their  way 3 
Opposed  his  fcanty  troops  with  daring  force, 
To  flop  of  Persia's  fons  the  unfkilful  courfe, 
And  Grecians  arms,  in  many  a  conflict  tried, 
Check 'd  for  a  while  the  Median  Tyrant's  pride. 

Thus,  when  the  imperial  conflict  wafting  o'er 
From  Italy  to  pale  Epirus'  fhore, 
The  fenate's  darling  champion  rulh'd  to  join 
The  mighty  hero  of  the  Julian  line; 
Dyrrachium's  mountains  well  your  guarded  ftraits 
Had  turn'd  to  Pompey's  fide  the  doubting  fates, 
For  on  your  heights  the  chief  fecure  had  ftood, 
And  worn  the  vi&or  wreath  unfoil'd  with  blood ; 

But 
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But  Rome's  luxurious  youth  inflam'd  with  rage. 

Of  toil  impatient,  panting  to  engage, 

Forced  him  to  quit  his  pod's  impervious  aid/— 

The  error  Mars  with  tenfold  vengeance  paid, 

And  for  the  fault  of  one  unguarded  hour, 

Gave  up  the  vanquifli'd  world  to  Caesar's  power, 

O  *  thou  whofe  fkill  could  like  the  Roman's 

mine ! 
Shield  of  the  empire,  guardian  of  the  Rhine  ! 
Whofe  well-fenced  Camps  could  give  to  fortune 

law, 
Command  fuccefs,  and  keep  Turenne  in  awe, 
Say,  mall  my  Mufe  forget  thy  glorious  name  ?-— ■ 
Let  Mars  affift  me  while  I  chant  thy  fame ! 
Ye,youthful  Warriors,  mark  the  great  campaign, 
Whofe  conduct  guarded  fair  German  ia's  plain, 

*  Montecuculli. 
vol.  11.  S  Admire 
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Admire  each  fcene,  each  field  with  wonder  view, 
Survey  his  Camps,  his  rapid  march  purfiie, 
See  his  ftrong  polls  the  fire  of  Gallia  Brave, 
Reftrain  her  ardor,  and  his  country  fave. 

Think  not  his  force  unmov'd  he  kept,  nor  deem 
Though  the  large  Camp  a  fpacious  city  feem, 
That  War  no  fudden  change  requires,  but  learn 
To  watch  the  fubtle  foe  at  every  turn ; 
With  movement  quick  the  former  ground  forfake5 
Prevent  his  march,  and  each  advantage  take, 
Safely  retire,  advance  with  rapid  courfe, 
And  Mill  by  new  attempts  employ  his  force. 

When  to  decamp  the  General  gives  command, 
In  len<rthen'd  column  moves  each  feparate  band, 
Four  different  corps  they  form,  the  ready  horfe, 
On  either  flank  protecl:  the  army's  courfe ; 

a  While, 
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While  in  the  centre,  rang'd  in  long  array, 
The  fteady  foot  purfue  their  toilfome  way : 
The  diflant  foe  who  views  the  warrior  train 
Wind  o'er  in  deepen'd  files  the  fpacious  plain, 
As  glides  the  ferpent  arm'd  with  glittering  fcales, 
In  mining  volumes  o'er  the  Libyan  vales, 
The  dreadful  fcene  furveys  with  wild  affright, 
While  flaughter  leads  the  van,  and  claims  the  fight. 

When  form'd  for  War,   your  legions  crofs  the 
plain, 
Would  you  the  fmiles  of  fierce  Bellona  gain, 
Before  your  front  advanced,  ftrong  parties  fend, 
Suftain  their  ardor,  and  their  force  defend ; 
Thefe  like  the  fiery  cloud  whofe  chearing  light 
Through  the  drear  wild  conducted  Israel's  flight, 
Mid  fcenes  unknown  mall  guide  your  watchful  ey^ 
And  guard  your  doubtful  march  from  quick  furprize. 
S  2  But 
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But  mould  oJ  fatal  War  the  uncertain  chance 
Demand  to  right,  or  left,  a  fwift  advance, 
March  by  your  flanks  embattled  on  the  plain, 
While  parallel  your  equal  lines  remain. 

To  adverfe  fate  miift  victors  fometimes  yield,   • 
Turenne  has  fail'd,  and  Conde'  loft  the  field; 
When  forced  the  day  to  ftronger  arms  to  leave, 
Still  may  the  fubtle  chief  his  foes  deceive, 
Applauding  worlds  his  merit  fhall  admire, 
Who  knows  without  confufion  to  retire. 
Fir  ft  march  your  baggage  off  to  fafeguards  near, 
While  a  bold  train  protects  the  lagging  rear, 
And,    while  the  light-arm'd  foot  the  mountains 

fcale, 
Secure  the  heavier  forces  pafs  the  vale, 
Till  freed  from  danger  of  infulting  foes, 
Glorious,  yet  fafe,  the  harrafs'd  troops  repofe. 

O'er 
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O'er  fair  German  ia's  hills,  with  ceafeiefs  hafte, 
And  thorny  forefts  Varus  heedlefs  paft, 
His  troops  neglefting,  headftrong,  rafh,  and-vain^ 
Marching  unform'd,  encamping  on  the  plain, 
Till  'mid  rude  dells,  and  craggy  mountains  loft, 
Arminius'  fchemes  deftroy'd  his  wild'er'd  hoft; 
Augustus'  tears  their  cruel  fate  deplore, 
Varus,  he  cries,  my  flaughter'd  troops  reftore  ! — ■ 
With  wifer  counfel,  and  more  helpful  care, 
He  fhould  have  cried,  imprudent  chief  beware! 
To  feize  the  mountains  heights  thy  power  employ, 
Nor  let  a  barbarous  hoft  my  troops  deftroy. 

The  Art  of  War  which  empire's  fway  extends, 
On  thefe  firft  principles  alone  depends ; 
In  advantageous  pofts  your  Camps  prepare, 
Advance  with  caution,  and  retire  with  care 


S3 
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Ye  Warrior  Chiefs  who  o'er  our  troops  prefide, 
Learn  from  my  verfe  your  various  parts  to  guide, 
Let  Practice  prove  what  Theory  has  {hewn ; 
And  would  ye  fit  on  Glory's  envied  throne, 
Your  Camp  like  Fabius  form,  fecure  and  flow, 
And  learn  your  Marches  from  his  Punic  foe. 
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~\T  OUR  footfteps  now  the  arfenals  have  trod 
Where  lie  the  treafures  of  the  warrior  God  ; 
Yet  'midft  his  ranks  to  ferve  is  little  fame, 
Little  avails  the  foldier's  ardent  flame, 
Unlefs  to  all  the  heights  of  art  you  climb, 
And  reach  of  martial  (kill  the  true  fublime. 

Come  to  his  Temple !  lo  to  you  reveal'd 
Each  myftic  rite  from  common  eyes  conceal'd, 
Far  from  thofe  paths  where  creep  the  vulgar  train 
March  boldly  on,  and  feek  the  inmoft  fane.   * 

S  4  Deep 
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Deep   fink   the   threatening   gulphs   on   either 
fide, 
And  the  rude  path  with  heroes  blood  is  dy'd, 
Firm  on  a  crimfon  rock,  with  murky  cloud 
Enwrap'd,  the  palace  rears  her  turrets  proud 
Above  the  fun  amidft  the  empyreal  fkies, 
Sublime  her  glittering  pinacles  arife, 
While  her  foundations  finking  deep,  remain 
On  Stygian  mores,  and  Pluto's  drear  domain. 

Pale  Difcord,  cruel  Death,  the  Fury  band, 
,  Who  of  thefe  feats  eternal  guardians  ftand, 
In  vain  on  you  their  favage-  afpecls  turn. 
While  in  your  breaft  the  flames  of  Glory  burn, 
Glory  fhall  ope  the  founding  portals  wide, 
Conduct  your  fleps,  and  place  you  by  her  fide. 
Beneath  the  porch  enrich'd  with  burnihYd  gold, 
Tuning  their  filver  lyres  the  Nine  behold : 

Firft 


Book  III.      THE    ART    OF    WAR.  265 

Firft  'mid  their  number  fee  Urania  Hand, 
The  pi&ur'd  globe,  and  compafs  in  her  hand, 
On  whofe  fmooth  furface  drawn  with  mimic  line, 
Appear  what  realms  to  form  the  world  combine ; 
Through  all  the  extent  her  fkilful  fingers  trace 
Each  different  ftate,  it's  order,  and  it's  place; 
Exaci  Vauean,  and  learned  Sanson  there, 
The  warrior's  guides,  her  favorite  fons  appear, 
They  point  the  plains  extent,  the  city's  force, 
The  mountain's  fummit,  and  the  river's  courfe, 
The  ftrength  or  weaknefs  of  the  fort  difplay, 
And  guide  through   paths  unfeen   the   warrior's 
way. 

But  who  is  that  by  Glory's  fide  who  lings 
The  various  fate  of  warriors,  and  of  kings  ? 
Calliope!  the  liftening  youth  around 
Catch  from  her  dulcet  breath  the  enlivening  found, 

And 
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And  equal  fkill  the  attentive  Pupil  draws 

From  Error's  cenfure,  and  from  Worth's  applaufe* 

Morality  with  form  majeftic  fee 
Keeping  the  approach  from  minds  prefumptuous 

•     free, 
Her  voice  fevere  thofe  chiefs  alone  approves 
Whom  Merit  dignifies,  and  Virtue  loves, 
Bids  Cruelty  and  Avarice  fjy  afar, 
And  teaches  pity  mid  the  rage  of  War, 
Hates   Envy's   makes,   and   crowns  with  Glory's 

meed 
Their  brows  alone  who  for  their  country  bleed. 

Approach  !  Bellona's  armed  hands  difcern 
On  the  ftrong  hinge  the  brazen  portal  turn, 
Which  from  the  vulgar  eye  thofe  myfteries  hide^ 
Shewn  to  the  favorite  train  who  grace  her  fide. 

Deep 
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Deep  in  the  Temple's  ifle  with  fplendor  graced, 
On  a  proud  throne's  majeftic  purple  placed, 
Which  Genius  on  her  fpreading  pinions  bears, 
In  all  his  pomp  the  dreadful  God  appears : 
Clofe  by  his  fide  intrepid  Valor  ftands, 
And  Prudence,  calm  amidft  contending  bands,, 
Labor  whofe  wakeful  eyelids  never  clofe, 
And  Guile  who  round  her  lotfks  malignant  throws; 
Who  as  occafion  fuits  at  will  appears, 
And  PROTEus-like  a  thoufand  figures  wears; 
Imagination,  in  whofe  eye  confefs'd 
Beams  the  rich  fire  that  animates  her  breaft, 
Where  fwift  a  thoufand  brilliant  projects  move, 
Which  wife  Minerva's  critic  rules  approve. 
With  downcaft  looks  and  deep  myfterious  mien, 
Lo  !  Secresy  compleats  the  mingled  fcene, 
With  finger  on  her  mouth,  and  fpeaking  nod. 
She  ftalks  ftill  trufted  by  the  warrior  God. 

Around 
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Around  the  throne  eternal  laurels  blow, 
Which  on  thofe  Demi-Gods  his  hands  bellow, 
Thofe  favorite  chiefs  whofe  fkill  in  many  a  field 
Has  made  to  Wifdom's  efforts  Viclory  yield, 
Heroic  crown  !  'tis  thy  unfading  charms 
Which  court  alone  the  illuftrious  chief  to  arms, 
Each  felfifh  paflion  wings  her  harpy  flight, 
While  thou  and  Glory  charm  him  to  the  fight, 

'Midft  thebright  fane  which  various  trophies  grace, 
Mars  at  his  will  directs  the  human  race ; 
Between  yon  brazen  columns  turn  your  eyes, 
And  mark  the  chiefs  in  fculptur'd  order  rife, 
In  the  cut  marble  frowns  each  daring  fon, 
On  nations  trading  which  his  arms  had  won. 

Here  (hine,  fo  oft  compar'd,  each  glorious  name 
Mounting  by  different  fleps  the  heights  of  fame, 

With 
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With  whofe  renown  ftill  rings  the  earthly  ball, 
This  great  by  Persia's^  that  by  Pompey's  fall; 
Miltiades  and  Cymon  grace  the  fhrine, 
And  Alcibiades  thy  form  divine, 
Emilius,  Quintus,  Fabius,  Scipio,  there 
Partake  the  triumph,  and  the  incenfe  fhare, 
Villars  and  Conde',  chiefs  of  newer  date, 
And  royal  Henry  juftly  nam'd  the  Great, 
Gustavus  (lain  while  Viclory  graced  his  fide, 
And  valiant  William,  Prussia's  darling  pride, 
Illuftrious  Anhalt,  Baden,  brave  Eugene, 
*  Germania's  guardian,  and  his  foe  Turenne. 

New  from  the  artift's  hand,  yon  fculptur'd  head, 
The  palm  frefh  blooming  o'er  his  temples  fpread, 
The  glorious  Saxon  f  fee,  the  boaft  of  France  ! 
Referv'd  in  peace  for  Death's  infatiate  lance  ! 

*  Montecuculli.  f  M.  Saxe. 

Come 
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Come  beardlefs  youths,,    Experience   fage 
behold, 
Long  us'd  to  labor,  and  in  fcience  old, 
Silver'd  with  age  her  hoary  head  appears, 
Her  body  bent  beneath  the  weight  of  years, 
Her  limbs  tho'  fcarr'd  yet  mock  the  flrokes  of  time, 
Vers'd  in  the  arts  of  every  age  and  clime 
Her  voice  examples  to  the  ear  fupplies, 
And  fpeaks  of  deeds  familiar  to  her  eyes. 

She'll  teach  you  Scipi.o's  ardor  to  explore^ 
Protecting  Rome  on  Libya's  diftant  fhore, 
Till  Carthage  calls  her  veteran  troops  again, 
To  meet  difgrace  on  Zama's  fultry  plain; 
While  a  lefs  daring  chief  content  to  fhield 
From  conquering  foes  Italia's  ravag'd  field, 
JSuccefsful  there,  had  thank'd  propitious  fate, 
And  guarded,  not  reveng'd,  the  infulted  Hate. 

Fell 
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Fell  Difcord  while  on  haughty  Rome  file  frown'd, 
With  meeds  of  glory  many  a  warrior  crown'd, 
Skill'd  to  advance  with  fpeed,  with  care  retreat, 
Sertorius  fee  her  baffled  troops  defeat, 
Amidft  Iberia's  hills  his  well-train'd  force, 
Checks  Rome's  adventurous  eagle  in  her  courfe; 
So  much  can  Genius  by  her  potent  art, 
Succefs  to  arms  in  fpite  of  chance  impart. 
While  a  young  Chief  to  raftier  fteps  incline!, 
Leaving  the  rocks,  and  fheltering  hills  behind, 
Had  in  their  Camp  the  numerous  foe  defied, 
And  Pompey  dar'd  with  Fortune  by  his  fide. 

Conde'  the  great,  Bellona's  favorite  fon, 
Of  wafted  France  fecur'd  the  tottering  throne; 
The  unhappy  times  a  dauntlefs  ftroke  require, 
To  check  of  conquering  foes  the  increafing  fire. 


In 
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In  one  decifive  day  for  France  and  Spain* 
Courage  prevail'd  where  Prudence  had  been  vain, 
"While  timid  meafures  weakly  circumfpe£t 
Had  tried  alone  the  nation  to  protect, 
The  Spanish  chief  embolden'd  by  delay, 
To  proud  Lutetia's  walls  had  forced  his  way. 

From   Northern   climes,    the    eternal   winter's 
reign, 
See  the  dread  fquadron  plow  our  frighted  main, 
Drawn  by  German ia's  wrongs,  the  navy  brings 
The  brave  Gustavus,  and  the  fate  of  kings; 
To  him  their  caufe  the  realms  opprefs'd  confide, 
Mars  leads  his  fieps,  and  Pallas  guards  his  fide, 
His  threatening  brows  on  Austria's  Tyrant  lower, 
Refolv'd  to  curb  Vienna's  growing  power, 
While  Stralsund's  friendly  ramparts  frill  afford 
A  ready  harbour  to  their  daring  Lord : 

jl  Afliflance 
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Affiftance  fortune  to  his  ardor  lends, 

Join'd  by  each  army  of  his  fuccouring  friends, 

With  fure  fuccefs  he  profecutes  the  War, 

And  Victory  feems  attendant  on  his  car  j 

With  conquering  arms  he  gives  German i a  laws. 

Avenges  every  injur'd  prince's  caufe, 

At  once  to  glory,  and  to  intereft  true, 

Aflferts  their  rights,  and  then  protects  them  too, 

And  had  not  Fate  in  Victory's  mourning  arms 

Stopp'd  by  one  cruel  blow  the  War's  alarms, 

His  rapid  power  had  fhar'd  the  imperial  throne, 

And  Germany  at  on.ce  two  Caesars  known. 

Behold  of  brave  Eugene  the  daring  plan 
When  Gallia's  lilies  Lombardy  o'er-ran, 
The  oppofing  Alps  the  unwearied  Hero  crofs'd, 
Turin  exulting,  view'd  the  friendly  hoft, 

vol.  M.  J  Extended,, 
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Extended,  Mars  in  !  o'er  too  large  a  field, 
Thy  troops  at  once  in  every  quarter  yield ; 
The  rapid  chief  by  this  exploit  alone, 
Forced  Italy  her  feeble  prince  to  own. 

Now  through  Hungaria's  realms  his  march 
purfue, 
On  Danube's  brink  his  firm  battalions  view, 
While  Belgrade's  fiege  employs  his  great  defigns, 
The  numerous  Turk  furrounds  him  in  his  lines, 
With  unremitting  toil  the  fiege  he  plies, 
Nor  heeds  the  Vizier's  daring  enterprize ; 
He  lets  him  now  a  new  approach  efiay, 
And  o'er  the  rapid  current  urge  his  way ; 
Then  like  the  fleeting  .wind  with  fudden  force 
On  the  ftunn'd  foe  he  pours  his  thundering  horfe : 
Soon  to  his  arms  the  aitonifh'd  Othmans  yield 
The  walls  of  Belgrade,  and  the  glorious  field. 

Ill  urinous 
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IlluftrioUs  *  William  !  from  Elysium's  fhade3 
Arife  propitious  to  thy  people's  aid, 
To  your  brave  ions  the  art  of  Viclory  tell, 
And  teach  thofe  leffons  which  you  knew  fo  well. 
Your  fons  by  that  example  mov'd  alone, 
Shall  want  no  precepts  drawn  from  chiefs  unknown; 
O  glorious  Bran  den  burgh  !  thy  generous  fire 
A  grateful  people  ever  fliall  admire, 
The  haplefs  forrows  of  thy  realms  opprefs'd, 
With  powerful  pity  touch'd  thy  feeling  breaft^ 
Ouitting  the  crimfon  borders  of  the  Rhine, 
On  Elbe's  diforder'd  brink  thy  legions  fhine : 
Like  tigers  fierce  the   Swedes  with-  barbarous 

hafle 
O'er-ran  our  fields,  and  laid  our  country  wafte, 

*  Ele&or  of  Brandenburgh,  called  the  Great  Elector,  (as 
the  Royal  Author  of  this  Poem  in  his  Memoirs  for  the  Hif- 
tory  of  the  Houfe  of  Brandenburgh  obferves,)  by  the  com- 
mon  voice  of  his  own  fubjetts,  and  the  neighbouring  ltates. 
The  Victories  mentioned  in  the  Poem  were  gained  in  the 
year  167c. 

.  T  a  The 
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The  wretched  native  faw  with  wild  amaze, 
The  harveft  ravag'd,  and  the  city  blaze, 
Wrangle,  of  eafy  viclory  proudly  fure, 
Amidft  his  rifmg  laurels  flept  fecure, 
Till  wak'd  at  once  he  faw  deftruction  near, 
And  in  our  caufe  the  avenging  God  appear; 
The  faving  Power  impetuous  fpeeds  his  way, 
Comes,   views,    and   conquers,    in    one   glorious 

day : 
In  vain  the  Swede  collets  his  fcatter'd  force, 
And  tries  to  fiem  this  new  Alcides'  courfe, 
Feherbellin  witnefs  of  the  glorious  deed, 
Beheld  with  joy  the  Gothic  army  bleed. 
Thus  whilom  'midit  Assyria's  haughty  band, 
The  avenging  angel  drove  with  furious  hand, 
Perform'd  the  will  of  Heaven's  eternal  Lord, 
And  millions  fell  beneath  the  ethereal  fword. 


But 
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But  William  greater  in  the  exulting  hour, 
With  heavenly  mercy  temper'd  victory's  power, 
Pardon'dof  *  Romberg's  zeal  the  impetuous  flight, 
Who  rafhly  join'd  too  foon  the  dubious  fight, 
Bade  clemency  with  ftreams  unfullied  flow, 
Nor  took  revenge  upon  the  fuppliant  foe, 
But  while  the  yielding  troops  he  knew  to  fpare, 
On  their  arm'd  bands  he  pour'd  the  rage  of  War, 
Till  from  his  borders  driven,  the  hoftile  train 
Seek  fhameful  fafety  on  the  friendly  main. 

Still  new  exploits  thefe  daring  deeds  attend, 
To  him  her  fuppliant  looks  does  Prussia  fend, 

*  The  Prince  of  Homberg,  by  rafhly  engaging  without 
orders,  hazarded  the  fuccefs  of  the  battle,  to  whom  the 
Elector  gave  only  the  following  reprimand.  «  If  I  were  to 
«  judge  you  according  to  the  rigor  of  Military  Law,  you 
'  have  forfeited  ycur  life  ;  but  God  forbid  I  mould  tarnifii 
s  the  glory  of  fo  happy  a  day  by  fhedding  the  blood  of  a 
'  Prince  who  was  one  of  the  principal  inlbruments  of  my 
*  viclory.' 

/r  3  The 
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The  wintry  temper!  and  the  ice-bound  wave 

But  more  inflame  jthe  ardor  of  the  brave, 

Aftonifh'd  Thetis  to  another  fiiore, 

Upon  her  frozen  bofom  bears  him  o'er : 

He  comes !— where'er  they  hear  his  name  refound^ 

The   vanquifli'd    Swedes   retire,    nor  tempt   a 

wound ; 
With  unrefifted  arms  his  legions  go,. 
And  gain  a  bloodlefs  conqueft  o'er  the  foe. 

Impatient  youths  in  fearch  of  glory  warm, 
From  this  victorious  Prince  your  model  form, 
Like  him  purfue  with  ceafelefs  toil  and  pain, 
Each  different  path  that  leads  to  Honor's  fane, 
Your  every  fcheme  to  Reafon's  touchftone  bring,, 
And  let  her  prune  Imagination's  wing; 
2£ach  motion  of  the  foe  with  caution  fcan, 
Mark  all  he  does  perform,  and  all  he  can. 

5  Strength 
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Strength  will  be  ufelefs  found,  and  courage  vain, 

Unlefs  fair  plenty  chear  your  warlike  train. 

*  Charles,   who  of  wavering  fate  prov'd  each 

.    fucccefs, 
The  height  of  fame,  the  depth  of  fad  diftrefs, 
Would  ne'er  with  tears  have  mourn 'd  his  ruin'd 

hoft, 
And  in  one  day  nine  years  of  Viclory  loft, 
Had  not  'mid  defert  wilds  the  artful  Czar 
Call'd  pale-eyed  famine  to  the  aid  of  War! 
The    thunder    treafur'd   'gainft    your    foe    with 

care, 
To  ufe  with  fpeed,  not  rafhnefs,  ftill  prepare. 
Your  plan  with  cool  and  fiedfaft  ftep  purfue, 
Think  nothing  done  while  aught  remains  to  do, 
Nor  deem  perform'd  your  deftin'd  talk  unlefs 
Jiach  different  project's  crown'd  with  full  fuccefs. 

*  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden. 

T  4  Thus 
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Thus  when  from  Chaos  in  confufion  hurl'd, 
The  Almighty  Fiat  form'd  the  {railing  world, 
Mov'd  by  his  plaftic  breath  the  atoms  join'd, 
And  took  the  perfeQ;  fhape  his  will  defign'd. 
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HEN  Vice  triumphant  rul'd  the  iron  age, 
And  Juftice  left  her  feat  to  favage  rage, 
'Gainft  the  rude  neighbour  prompt  at  rapine's  call, 
The  rifing  city  reared  the  embattled  wall, 
While  fhew'd  the  citadel  it's  ftrengthen'd  tower, 
To  guard  the  monarch  from  rebellious  power; 
Then  on  the  cliff,  or  by  the  foaming  flood, 
With  dreadful  fite  the  well-fenced  rampart  flood ; 
Each  narrow  pafs  by  threatening  works  was  barr'd, 
And  frequent  forts  the  fpacious  frontier  guard : 

As 
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As  the  fharp  fangs  that  arm  the  lion's  jaw., 
With  threaten'd  fate  the  Moor  affrighted  awet 
So  where  the  borders  of  the  realm  extend, 
If  bulwarks  flrong  the  lengthening  lines  defend^ 
Jn  vain  combine  of  numerous  foes  the  force, 
The  guarded  frontier  checks  their  daring  courfe> 

War,  firft  of  Arts,  that  favage  nation  knew^ 
By  flow  degrees  to  full  perfection  grew ; 
Grecia  and  Rome  to  fortify  their  power, 
Thicken'd  the  wall  alone,  or  rear'd  the  tower, 
With    miffile   weapons  from    whofe   threatening 

height, 
Againft  the  foe  beneath  they  waged  the  fight ; 
From  the  light  fling  the  leaden  ball  was  thrown, 
The  arrow  {hot,  or  roll'd  the  ponderpus  ftone. 
When  now  the  affailing  troops  the  town  inclofe. 
And  deals  the  weighty  ram  it's  thundering  blows, 

Defcending 
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Defcending  dreadful  from  the  lofty  tower 

On  the  machines  a  fulphurous  ftream  they  mower, 

While  numerous  darts   the  approaching  warrior 

wound, 
And  pierce  the  temper'd  buckler's  ample  round, 
Till  various  fchemes  the  affailant's  labors  foiI? 
And  force  the  wearied  chief  to  quit  his  toil, 

I  mall  not  here  my  lengthen'd  fong  employ 
To  tell  of  Priam's  fate,  and  burning  Troy. 
With  reverence  due  my  eyes  thofe  fcenes  explore. 
Proud  I  lion's  afhes,  and  Scamander's  more, 
But  tales  that  Virgil's  glowing  lines  difplay, 
Would  ill  agree  with  my  feverer  lay. 
Strong  Syracusa's  ramparts  to  deftroy 
See  brave  Marcellus  every  fcheme  employ, 
While  Archimedes'  arts  his  labor  foil, 
Burn  his  machines,  and  mock  his  fruitlefs  toil, 

Repaiy 
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Repair  each  work,  each  tottering  wall  fuftain, 
And  curb  the  force  of  Rome's  imperious  train. 

Marseilles  fecur'd  by  many  a  ftrengthen'd 
tower 
Mock'd  dauntlefs  Cjesar  and  his  veteran  power; 
Wearied  at  length,  but  fure  of  fortune's  aid, 
He  bid  the  fea  their  floating  works  invade.—- 
Thus  check'd  the  fiege  long,  bloody,  and  fevere, 
Of  Rome's  experienced  chiefs  the  bold  career. 

In  later  times  the  powers  infernal  ftrove 
To  wrefl  the  thunder  from  the  hands  of  Jove, 
Thefe   new   machines   have  chang'd  the  face  of 

War.— 
The  fhell  from  brazen  engines  thrown  afar 
Reaches  with  curve  immenfe  the  diftant  wall, 
It's  ponderous  force  redoubled  by  the  fall, 

Burfts 
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Burfts  'mid  the  aftonifh'd  train  with  horrid  found, 
And  cruel  deaths  unnumber'd  fcatters  round : 
Meanwhile  the  cannon  with  it's  thundering  breath 
Sends  forth  terrific  roars,  and  inftant  death; 
Soon  as  the  flafh  alarms  our  dazzled  eyes, 
Swift  to  the  mark  the  iron  bullet  flies, 
Lays  in  the  dull  the  ftrongeft  bulwark  low, 
And  gives  a  paifage  to  the  affailing  foe. 
This  wonderous  art  referv'd  for  modern  days, 
Whofe  power   in  fieges   Mars   has   deign'd  ta 

praife, 
Is  form'd  by  fable  grains  in  tubes  confin'd, 
Of  fmoulder'd  charcoal,  fait,  and  fulphur  join'd. 

Once  to  the  world  this  fatal  ferret  known, 
Inventive  Art  to  new  defence  has  flown;        % 
No  more  to  guard  the  town  from  hofiile  fears 
She  builds  the  bulwark,  and  the  turret  rears, 

'Gain!! 
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'Gainft  force  which  all  that  checks  it's  way  deftroys. 
New  £kill  fhe  ufes,  and  new  arts  employs, 

Vauban,  belov'd  by  Mar  s,  whofe  forming  hand. 
The  beft  defence  of  modern  ramparts  plann'd, 
O  that  your  glorious  fliade  could  now  declare 
The  wonderous  artifice,  the  ceafelefs  care, 
Which  in  proud  Gallia's  perfect  forts  confpire 
To  check  German  i a's  arms,  and  Britain's  fire ; 
How  with  flrong  works  you  each  attack  defied, 
And  to  the  cruel  art  new  force  fupplied. 

Now  the  low  works  hid  by  the  fheltering  ground 
Defpife  the-thundering  cannon's  dreadful  found, 
Strength  to  the  wall  the  frequent  buttrefs  lends, 
While  the  vaft  ditch  in  front  the  approach  defends. 
The  angle  here  projects,  and  there  retires^ 
And  baftion  baftion  guards  with  flanking  fires. 

In 
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In  the  deep  fofs  before  the  curtain  placed, 
The  ravelin  fee  with  threatening  cannon  graced, 
Thefe  fecond  works  prepar'd  with  (kill  profound, 
Form  a  new  rampart,  and  difpute  the  ground. 
Round  all  thefe  labors  at  a  larger  fpace 
The  extended  outworks  rife,  and  guard  the  place, 
The  trenches  (ink  before,  where  give  their  aid 
The  cover'd  way,  and  threatening  palifade; 
And  the  deep  glacis  fpreads  it's  fatal  green, 
Of  combat,  and  of  blood  the  dreadful  fcene. 

What  various  works  has  man  with  plaftic  ,fkill 
Drawn  from  the  arts  fubmiflive  to  his  will  ? 
Who  but  muft  think  where  Gallia's  bulwarks 

lower, 
Defence  has  us'd  her  utmoft  ftretch  of  power  ? 
Yet  deem  not  fo,  below  obferve  the  mine 
With  human  rage  where  arts  infernal  join,. 

The 
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The  glacis  'neath  your  feet  the  aby fs  contains, 
Where  the  black  dull  but  waits  the  whizzing  trains 
To  raife  the  parting  earth  with  fiery  breath, 
And  ftrew  the  neighbouring  works  with  blood  and 
death. 

Yet  after  all  the  efFecl:  of  care  and  toil, 
No  ramparts  now  the  infulting  foe  can  foil, 
For  the  fame  art  the  city  which  defends, 
Affiftance  equal  to  the  aflailant  lends : 
The  attack  it's  order  and  it's  method  knows, 
Perils  in  vain  the  experienced  chief  oppofe, 
He  wins  his  way  through  every  threatening  power, 
And  awes  by  numerous  troops  each  hoftiie  tower. 
Should  the  bold  foe  attempt  with  dauntlefs  face 
To  force  his  Camp,  and  fo  relieve  the  place, 
Quick  his  laborious  legions  ope  the  ground, 
And  wide  retrenchments  all  the  hoft  furround. 

6  The 
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The  prudent  chief  his  lines  contracts  with  care, 
For  works  unguarded  ill  fupport  the  War; 
The  fierce  affault  unwearied  to  fuiiain, 
Let  for  relief  a  ftrong  referye  remain, 
Then  in  the  Camp,  if  fmiling  plenty  flow, 
Mock  every  effort  of  the  infulting  foe. 

With  care  the  place's  ftrength  and  weaknefs  learn, 
And  all  your  powers  combin'd  againft  it  turn ; 
With  cautious  ftep  advance,  the  attack  being  plann'd, 
The  line,  the  rule,  the  compafs  in  your  hand, 
Your  parallels  along  the  country  draw, 
And  by  your  winding  works  the  fortrefs  awe. 

Now  from  the  thundering  engine  flies  the  ball, 
The  bulwarks  tremble,  and  the  ramparts  fall, 
From  their  ftrong  pofts  o'ercome  by  conitant  fire, 
The  fteady  troops  that  check'd  your  march  retire, 

vol.  11.  V  From 
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From  flanking  fhots  that  fideway  bound  along, 
Soon  quit  the  cover'd  way,  the  hoftile  throng ; 
Your  conquering  fleps  the  floping  glacis  tread, 
But  there  untried  the  faithlefs  verdure  dread, 
Beneath  your  feet  be  fure  the  wily  foe, 
With  fulphurous  blaft  prepares  the  fatal  blow ; 
Be  cautious  then,  advance  with  anxious  pain, 
Sound  well  the  mines,    and  fpare  your  valiant 
train. 

Before  you  pufh  the  bold  attack  too  far, 
Mind  to  conclude  the  fubterranean  war ; 
The  miner  firft  his  ufeful  works  afkance, 
Should  to  the  glacis'  verdant  bafe  advance. 
To  fave  from  hidden  death  each  bold  brigade, 
AfTault  with  fury  near  the  palifade, 
And  when  your  troops  that  bloody  region  awe, 
Swift  to  the  fpot  your  brazen  engines  draw, 

4  The 
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The  works  mall  totter  at  each  fatal  blow. 
While  finks  the  crumbling  bulwark  mined  below> 
The  trehch  is  fill'd,  around  the  warriors  bleed, 
And  to  aflaults  ftill  frefii  affaults  fucceedv 

Oft  while  the  troops  the  fugitives  purfue, 
The  place  they  enter,  and  at  once  fubdue ; 
Thus  Gallia's  fons  by  martial  ardor  fir'd, 
Advancing  boldly  as  their  foes  retir'd, 
Seizing  with  eager  hands  the  favoring  hour, 
Bent  *  Hainault's  capital  to  Lew  is'. power. 

Obferve  ihe  foldier,  and  his  rage  reftrain, 
Lefs  fierce  the  favage  of  the  Libyan  plain, 
Unlefs  your  power  confin'd  his  fury  hold, 
By  plunder  lur'd,  with  favage  licence  bold, 
His  fanguine  crimes  while  wrath  his  bofom  warms, 
Shall  fully  all  the  luftre  of  your  arms, 
*  Valenciennes, 

U  2  Th« 
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The  cruel  chief  who  lets  his  troops  affuage 
In  carnage  and  excefs  their  bloody  rage, 
Though  Conqueft  lead  him  o'er  her  wide  domain, 
Shall  view  Difgrace  his  faireft  laurels  ftain, 
While  all  mankind  in  mercy's  caufe  combin'd, 
His  worth  forgetting,  curfe  his  ruthlefs  mind. 

Tilly,  who  'neath  the  imperial  eagle  fought, 
By  glorious  deeds  immortal  honor  bought, 
One  bloody  cloud  eclips'd  it's  rays  divine, 
And  wip'd  his  name  from  memory's  hallow 'd  fhrine : 
And  bleeding  Magdeburgh  thy  cries  proclaim 
His  tarniuYd  glory,  and  his  deathlefs  fhame. 

Ye  valiant  warriors,  if  with  mournful  breath 
My  voice  defcribes  the  dreadful  fcene  of  death, 
*Tis  to  wake  horror  for  the  fcene  of  woe, 
And  bid  your  breads  with  indignation  glow. 

Pleas 'd, 
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Pleas'd  with  fallacious  hopes  of  fudden  peace, 
Their  watchful  guard  the  haplefs  inmates  ceafe, 
Lull'd  by  a  faithlefs  truce's  mean  difguife, 
The  treacherous  Tilly  feals  their  wakeful  eyes; 
Now  drowfy  Morpheus  o'er  the  unthinking 

train 
Spreads  the  foft  languors  of  his  leaden  reign, 
On  the  firm  rampart  tir'd  with  conftant  toil, 
The  {lumbering  Gentries  prefs  the  dewy  foil  % 
Security  and  peace  the  foldier  feize, 
He  quits  the  trenches  for  domeftic  eafe  % 
From  Stygian  mores  the  lying  fiend  appears, 
And  with  deceitful  arm  the  olive  rears, 
On  every  fide  the  fhouts  of  joy  refound, 
And  Prudence'  voice  in  feftive  notes  is  drown'd. 

The  watchful  Tilly  mid  the  dread  repofe, 
Bids  his  ftill  chiefs  their  ardent  troops  difpofe, 

U  3  O'er 
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O'er  the  ftrong  works  with  filent  Rep,  and  flow, 
The  cruel  Austrian  mounts.,  nor  meets  .a  foe. 
Ah,  haplefs  race !  whom  empty  hope  deceives, 
Lo!  peace  to  treafon's  power  the  city  leaves; 
.Doubling  the  horror  of  the  midnight  made, 
See  the  funereal  wing  of  death  difplay'd, 
Remorfelefs  Rage,  and  Hell's  destructive  band 
Arm  with  infernal  fwords  the  victor's  hand, 
Pale  Nature  groans,  and  through  the  thundering 

fkies. 
With  ufelefs  aim  the  gleaming  lightning  flies. 

Tilly  whofe  hate  no  mercy  could  reftrain, 
Gave  to  his  vengeful  troops  the  loofen'd  rein ; 
Slaughter  and  rapine  rage  on  every  fide, 
And  the  fad  walls  with  native  blood  are  dyed. 
O'er  the  fell  fcene  the  infatiate  chief  prefides, 
Inflames  their  vengeance,  and  their  ravage  guides, 

The 
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The  example  fires  the  mildeft  of  their  train, 
They  force  the  peaceful  houfe,  and  facred  fane; 
The  valiant  who  oppofe,  the  weak  who  fly, 
Alike  with  undiftinguihYd  horror  die. 
Pierced  in  the  mother's  arms  the  infant's  blood 
Pours  o'er  the  parent's  bread  a  purple  flood, 
The  father  tries  in  vain  the  fon  to  fave. 
But  unreveng  d  finks  with  him  to  the  grave, 
Nor  age,  nor  fex  their  hellifh  rage  difarm, 
To  Pity  deaf,  and  blind  to  Beauty's  charm. 
Feeble  -with  years  the  hoary  prieft  in  vain 
Grafps  with  his  mournful  arms  the  hallow'd  fane ; 
Three  hundred  fathers  bent  by  wafting  time, 
Slain  at  the  altar's  foot  increafe  their  crime. 
While  'midft  the  horrid  fcene  our  eyes  behold 
The  timid  virgin  by  defpair  made  bold, 
By  fliame  impell'd,  the  dread  of  danger  brave, 
Andfearlefs  plunge  in  Elbe's  enfanguin'd  wave, 
U  4  But 
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But  Heavens!  what  horrid  fpeclacle  appears! 
What  rage  unknown  each  favage  bofom  fears! — 
Why  in  your  hands  do  baneful  torches  flame  ? 
Infernal  fiends !  who  blaft  the  Soldier's  name ! — 
See  the  fierce  fires  each  lofty  pile  deftroy, 
The  city  blazes  round,  another  Troy  ; 
From  houfe  to  houfe  the  mining  ruins  glide, 
And  horrid  clamors  fwell  on  every  fide ; 
Who  'fcape  the  flames  the  fhining  falchions  glean, 
While  nature  trembles  'mid  the  infernal  fcene. 
So  paint  our  finking  hearts  the  dread  abode, 
By  torturing  fiends,  and  hellifh  daemons  trod, 
Where  furies  in  gorgonian  terrors  clad 
Chaftife  the  impious,  and  appal  the  bad, 
Where  wretches  endlefs  torments  undergo, 
And  fill  the  meafure  of  eternal  woe. 
Such,  and  more  dreadful,  in  thofe  fatal  hours 
Appear'd,  O  Magdeburgh!  thy  fhatter'd  towers, 

As 
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As  by  the  conflagration's  lurid  ray, 
Shewn  to  the  fight  thy  fmoaky  ruins  lay. 

The  city  once  of  peace  the  fair  retreat, 
Of  every  fmiling  art  the  favorite  feat, 
In  the  fhort  fpace  of  one  unhappy  night, 
Lies  a  fad  defert  to  the  pafTer's  fight, 
Where  with  his  crimes  fatigu'd  the  foldier  Hands, 
Proud  of  the  {laughter  of  his  favage  hands, 
While  Elbe's  affrighted  waves  forfake  the  fhore 
With  corfes  choak'd,  and  red  with  human  gore. 
Did  Fortune's  fmiles  the  cruel  Tilly  crown 
For  looting  vengeance  on  the  unhappy  town  ? 
Devouring  flames  a  ufeful  conquefl  fpoil'd, 
And  one  vaft  fcene  of  devaluation  wild 
Fair  Magdeburgh  appears,  whofe  ruins  lie 
A  dreadful  profpeft  to  the  Vigor's  eye, 
And  feem  to  call  the  immortal  powers  to  fhed 
A  tenfold  vengeance  on  the  Author's  head. 
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T"}  ALL  AS,  whofe  band  can  through  each  de- 
vious road 
Conduct  your  fleps  to  Victory's  bright  abode, 
Teach  you  fuccefs  in  every  hour  to  find. 
And  for  each  feafon  form  the  Hero's  mind, 
Shall  now  in  verfe  the  prudent  art  difclofe, 
To  guard  your  peaceful  quarter's  calm  repofe. 

When  hoary  Winter  bids  each  freezing  wind 
Range  o'er  the  regions  free  and  unconfin'd, 

When 
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When  foe  to  Zephyr,  Boreas'  raging  blaft 
Lays  the  rich  field  and  fmiling  orchard  wafte, 
No  more  the  trees  when  leaves  and  fruitage  grace, 
But  icicles  and  mow  ufurp  their  place, 
When  biting  frofts  the  harden'd  rivulet  chain, 
And  the  fad  herds  forfake  the.  barren  plain, 
Then  the  cold  Camp  upon  the  mountain's  brow 
Shrinks  as  the  cutting  winds  tempeftuous  blow; 
Awhile  the  warriors  to  the  feafon  yield, 
Stop  their  exploits,  and  quit  the  ice-bound  field; 
Though  either  fide  alike  breathe  martial  fire, 
From  Winter's  freezing  powers  they  both  retire; 
Scatter'd  in  towns,  from  War  they  refpite  take, 
And  for  warm  roofs  their  canvas  walls  forfake. 
The  foldier  train'd  with  hardy  limbs  to  beara 
The  rage  of  battle,  and  the  force  of  War, 
Should  in  the  winter  tafle  of  quiet's  joys, 
For  conftant  toil  the  flrongeft  frame  deftroys. 

Here 
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Here  warlike  Art  it's  niceft  care  fupplies, 
To  guard  his  facred  reft  from  quick  furprife  ; 
Ready  and  form'd  for  fight  a  numerous  train 
The  infulting  offers  of  the  foe  reftrain, 
O'er  all  the  front  the  well -fenced  pofls  extend, 
And  by  their  force  the  lengthen'd  line  defend ; 
Each  narrow  pafs  that  Nature's  hands  have  barr'd 
From  the  bold  foe  muft  ftrong  detachments  guard ; 
Some  leader  fam'd,  in  whom  the  chief  confides, 
Protects  the  approach,  and  o'er  the  chain  prefides, 
While  round  the  fwift  dragoon  and  fleet  huffar, 
Prevent  with  watchful  eyes  each  wile  of  War, 
With  conftant  care  diftrefs  the  harrafs'd  foes, 

Hang  o'er  their  march,    and   all   their   fchemes 

difclofe, 
Report  each  freih  defign,  each  movement  new, 
Diftrefs  their  Camps,  and  baffle  every  view. 

When 
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When  each  detail  is  fettled  in  your  breaft 
That  prudence  could  forefee  or  fkill  fuggeft, 
And  all  your  cares  and  troubles  feem  as  o'er, 
One  new  contingency  may  give  you  more ; 
When  cold  Orion  binds  the  whiten'd  fields, 
And  o'er  the  flood  a  tranfient  paffage  yields, 
The  wakeful  chief  her  joys  bids  Quiet  ceafe, 
And  Danger  courts  amidft  the  fmiles  of  Peace. 

*Tis  not  enough  your  hoft  fecure  may  lie, 
It's  difcipline  fevere,  it's  fpirit  high, 
You  muft  with  care  replace  the  generous  train 
Who  nobly  perifh'd  on  the  enfanguin'd  plain, 
Conqueft  is  bought  with  blood,  and  every  fhade 
Whofe  corfe  on  honor's  field  was  bleeding  laid, 
Will  a  fupply  of  dauntlefs  hearts  demand, 
To  affert  the  glory  of  the  daring  band ; 

Thee 


Book  V..    THE    ART    OF    WAR.  303 

Then  to  thefe  prudent  precepts  bend  your  mind, 
And  fuccour  firm  in  new-rais'd  levies  find. 


As  by  the  watchful  fifher's  wily  hand 
The  river's  filent  inmates  are  trepann'd, 
So  the  falfe  luilre  of  deceitful  gold 
Lures  the  poor  laborer  from  the  farm  or  fold; 
Ignorant  of  what  excites  contending  kings, 
Chance  to  the  intrepid  band  his  footfteps  brings 
Where  courage  firm,  and  difcipline  fevere, 
Change  to  a  foldier's  fire  a  peafant's  fear. 

Succefs  in  War  from  numerous  troops  may  flow. 
Your  force  alone  may  check  the  timid  foe. — > 
Of  perfect  limbs,  and  from  a  generous  breedB 
With  careful  glance  felecl  the  martial  fteed, 
From  offer'd  numbers  cull'd  with  cautious  hand, 
Young,  vigorous,  docile,  like  your  warrior  band. 

Let 
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Let  bounteous.  Ceres  ftill  with  laughing  eye, 
Your  crouded  Camp  with  conftant  food  fupply, 
The  fplendid  arts  of  victory  all  are  crofs'd, 
Unlefs  more  ufeful  arts  fubfift  your  hoft. 
This  Camp,  this  People,  by  your  motions  fway'd, 
Twice  every  day  mall  dire  difeafe  invade, 
Whofe  force,  if  not  allay 'd  by  prudent  care, 
With  cruel  fangs  fhall  thin  the  ranks  of  War; 
Ufelefs  the  fons  of  Galen  find  their  fkill, 
Unlefs  your  plenteous  (tores  abundance  fill : 
Should  this  important  duty  'fcape  your  mind, 
Soon  'mid  your  fainting  legions  fhall  you  find, 
Drawn  from  the  barren  rocks  that  form  her  cave, 
Her  horrid  pinions  fqualid  Famine  wave ; 
A  thoufand  ills  her  fatal  fteps  attend, 
Seditious  cries  the  ambient  ether  rend, 
Weaknefs  and  Fear,  and  Mifery's  tainting  breath. 
Pallid  Defpair,  inxorable  Death  ; 

Then 
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Then  'mid  the  Camp  where  dying  myriads  groan, 
Say  will  you  fight  deferted  and  alone  ? 
Prevent  the  evil,  and  with  careful  eye, 
Obferve  that  plenteous  marts  your  hoft  (apply, 
So  (hall  your  arms  amidft  repofe  prepare 
For  future  triumphs,  and  fuccefsful  War. 

WThile  the  bold  chief,  intent  on  new  alarms, 
With  care  arrays  his  levied  force  for  arms, 
Each  generous  leader  now  at  eafe  reclines, 
And  'midft  his  laurel  wreaths  the  myrtle  twines, 
His  faithful  confort  full  of  blulhing  charms 
Forgets  the  pains  of  abfence  in  his  arms ; 
Ah  happy  hours !  ah  moments  doubly  dear ! 
Purchas'd  by  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  tear, 
What  joy  an  end  of  gufhing  grief  to  know, 
Dried  by  the  hand  whofe  dangers  made  it  flow ! 

vol.  11.  X  To 
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To  hear  his  glorious  deeds  with  new  delight, 
Pride  of  the  War,  and  honor  of  the  fight, 
To  feel  that  heart  which  danger  ne'er  could  move 
Pant  'midft  the  charming  agonies  of  Love! 
With  kiffes  fweet  in  amorous  rapture  prefs'd, 
To  ftop  that  voice  which  fteel'd  the  foldier's  breaft, 
Rous'd  him  to  gallant  deeds  with  martial  breath, 
And  taught  the  way  to  Victory,  or  death  ! 
While  on  his  faithful  partner's  bread  reclin'd, 
Reds  the  brave  head  to  peaceful  thoughts  refign'd, 
Pleas'd  with  his  prefence  round  him  jocund  move 
The  beauteous  pledges  of  connubial  love  : 
His  hands  victorious  now  endearing  feize, 
Or  with  their  infant  arms  embrace  his  knees, 
And  burn  to  tread  the  thorny  path  that  leads 
To  martial  honors  and  immortal  deeds; 
A  thoufand  little  arts  they  fmiling  try, 
While  every  motion  charms  a  parent's  eye, 

That 


BookV.      THE    ART    OF    WAR.  307 

That  rears  the  buckler  with  a  feeble  hand, 
This  tries  in  vain  to  wield  tl  e  fhining  brand, 
Or  lift  the  helmet,  while  their  breads  afpire 
To  trace  the  glorious  footfteps  of  their  fire* 

Thus  tender  Hymen  knows  with  gentle  power 
On  faithful  hearts  unnumber'd  joys  to  mower, 
When  fond  efteem  in  every  look's  exprefs'd, 
And  mutual  paffion  fires  each  feeling  bread, 
Joys  to  thofe  trifling  tribes  of  youth  unknown, 
"Who  pay  their  vows  to  Change's  fickle  throne, 
Chafte  is  the  blifs  that  fires  the  hero's  heart, 
And  pure  that  love  where  weaknefs  has  no  part: 
He  knows  the  bonds  of  foftnefs  to  defpife, 
And  fwift  to  arms  at.  Honor's  mandate  flies. 

Amidft  thefe  joys  that  fenfe  and  duty  guide, 
Where  healthful  Reft,  and  Temperance  prefide, 
X  2  To 
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To  fhameful  floth  no  wiles  luxurious  charm, 
Relax  his  courage,  and  unnerve  his  arm, 
Ready  for  War  when  Glory's  call  requires, 
Stung  with  new  rage,  and  warm'd  by  fiercer  fires, 
Before  the  Winter  ends  his  flow  career, 
And  opening  tlowrets  paint  the  vernal  year, 
To  pofts  advanced  the  eager  Generals  hafte,. 
The  fcheme's projected, and  the  encampment  traced, 
The  roads  to  march  the  affembling  troops  are  plan'd 
By  fkil.ful  engineers  with  cautious  hand,. 
While  the  flow  work  the  impatient  chief  purfues, 
And  with  ftrid  eye  the  growing  labor  views ; 
Each  various  art  with  prudent  arm  prepares, 
That  afks  his  prefent  or  his  future  cares; 
Sage  Difndence  the  mother  of  Succefs, 
Bids  him  his  thoughts  to  every  fcheme  addrefs, 
Chafes  foft  (lumber  from  his  doling  eyes, 
And  to  his  toil  a  conilant  zeal  fupplies. 

K  The 
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The  foe,  fhe  cries,  with  ceafelefs  ardor  view, 
Mark  what  he  does,  and  what  he  means  to  do, 
His  Camp  in  every  part  with  fpies  furround, 
Watch  every  motion,  catch  each  trifling  found, 
Be  to  your  mind  his  every  look  difplay'd, 
Learn  his  defign,  and  even  his  thoughts  pervade  : 
Spare  not  the  drofs  that  tempts  mankind  to  fin,  • 
The  certain  knowledge  of  his  fchemes  to  win. 
With  ftranger  eyes  ftill  prove  your  favorite  plan, 
And  with  fevereft  care  your  aftions  fcan. 
Deem  not  yon  hills  whofe  fummits  high  extend 
From  fudden  rage  your  quarters  can  defend, 
Nor  the  bold  troops  who  guard  yon  river's  brink 
With  mining  arms  a  certain  barrier  think. 
The  monftrous  Alps  which  feem'd  with  lengthen'd 

chain 
A  bulwark  firm' to  Rome's  fuperb  domain, 

X  3  Yield 
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Yield  to  Italians  plains  a  vain  relief, 

Scal'd  by  the  ardor  of  the  Punic  chief: 

In  vain  their  fumrnits  to  his  march  oppofe 

Cliffs  rough  with  rocks,    and  white  with  endlefs 

fnows, 
Through  undifcover'd  paths  he  fhapes  his  way, 
Surprifes,  fights,  and  wins  the  glorious  day, 

Vendome  depending  on  the  mountain's  guard, 
Whofe  heights  fair  Lombardy  thy  frontier  barr'd, 
Saw  brave  Eugene  by  ways  then  unexplor'd, 
With  daring  troops  the  rapid  Adige  ford, 
Strike  with  undaunted  fpeed  the  vigorous  blow, 
And  free  from  Seine's  command  the  exulting  Po, 

Thofe  torrents  mark  !•*— when.  Winter's  power 
they  own, 
And  o'er  their  ftream  an  icy  bridge  is  thrown, 

Sudden, 
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Sudden  the  adverfe  hoft  with  rapid  courfe 
May  pafs  the  channel  and  your  quarters  force, 
While  your  diforder'd  troops  difpers'd  by  fright 
Shall  feek  their  fafety  in  inglorious  flight ; 
Thus  (hall  one  fatal  moment  veil  in  fhame 
Your  former  deeds,  and  blaft  your  martial  fame. 

A  quarter  forced  a  thoufand  ills  attend, 
A  thoufand  fears  your  baffled  legions  bend, 
Your  troops  at  once  rebellious  and  difmay'd, 
Your  influence  loft,  your  orders  difobey'd, 
Defpair  and  grief  to  ardent  zeal  fucceed, 
In  thofe  that  follow,  and  in  thofe  that  lead, 
Each  fanguine  hope  by  one  fad  check  you  lofe, 
And  ruin's  certain  if  the  foe  purfues. 

Bournonvii.le  foil'd,  yet  in  misfortune  brave, 
Pafs'd  with  his  troops  the  Rhine's  majeftic  wave, 

X    4  TuRENNE 
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Turenne  retreats  before  his  numerous  train, 
Nor  dares  attempt  the  mountains  of  Lorrain  ; 
Of  art  regardlefs,  and  of  fortune  fure, 
Ere  Winter's  cold,  the  German  too  fecure 
His  fcatter'd  forces  o'er  Alsatia  fp reads, 
Nor  heeds  the  danger  hanging  o'er  their  heads ; 
But  while  he  thought  the  imperial  bird  might  clofo 
Her  drowfy  eyes  fecure  from  following  foes,. 
Sudden  Turenne  (the  oppofing mountains  crofs'd) 
O'er    the    wide    champain  •  pours   the    afTemblecl 

hoft ; 
That  day  he  gain'd  by  one  important  blow 
An  eafy  Victory  o'er  a  fcatter'd  foe, 
While  the  aftonifh'd  Chief  his  hod;  to  fave, 
With  fpeed  repaffes  Rhine's  tempeftuous  wave. 

Even  Winter's  frofts  fliall  aid  your  rapid  courje, 
And  hours  of  veil  aflift  your  daring  force; 
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By  care  aflembled,  and  by  ardor  led, 
Againft  the  foe  difpers'd,  your  legions  head. 
By  fear  difmay'd,  diforder'd  by  furprife, 
Without  a  blow  his  ruin'd  army  flies. 
To  conduQ;  fage  her  aid  let  fpeed  unite, 
Difpel  his  forces,  and  purfue  his  flight, 
Examples  drawn  from  every  age  unfold, 
That  favoring  fortune  ftill  attends  the  bold. 

So  to  the  Saxon  race  the  chief  appear'd 
O'er  Stanislaus  his  favoring  fhield  Who  rear'd, 
When  quitting  laurels  for  the  myrtle  bough, 
Augustus  paid  to  love  the  tender  vow. 
While  lull'd  to  eafe  by  Venus'  witching  charms, 
He  left  his  glory  for  a  miftrefs'  arms, 
His  brow  adorn'd  with  Luxury's  foft  crown, 
Forgetting  Poland,  War,  and  fair  renown; 

With 
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With  fudden  force  the  Ammon  of  the  north 
Refiftlefs  pour'd  his  veteran  legions  forth, 
Difturb'd  with  arms  each  Bacchanalian  rite, 
While  Love  and  hireling  legions  take  their  flighty 
And  the  fad  fovereign  fees  his  rival  place 
Another  on  that  throne  he  us'd  to  gra-ce. 

So  when  the  eagle,  favorite  bird  of  Jove, 
Wings  his  bold  flight  the  thundering  clouds  above, 
And  on  the  leffening  earth  beholds  his  prey 
O'er  the  fteep  hills,  or  through  the  farefts,  ftray, 
Swift  to  his  death  on  foaring  wing  he  flies, 
And  to  his  eyry  bears  the  bleeding  prize. 


T  H  * 
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''I  ^HUS  has  Victoria  taught  me  to  impart 

The  rigid  precepts  of  her  glorious  Art. 
We've  trac'd  the  rules  of  Battle  from  their  fource, 
The  power  of  Difcipline,  and  Order's  force, 
How  the  wife  chief  the  Encampment  may  fecure, 
And  keep  from  fierce  attacks  his  quarters  fure, 
With  ceafelefs  fire  the  threatening  fortrefs  awe, 
And  bend  the  city  to  the  Victor's  law. 
Rifing  to  nobler  heights,  my  clofing  ftrain 
Shall  trace  the  image  of  the  embattled  plain, 

Teach 
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Teach  thofe  who  tempt  this  ocean's  dangerous  wave 
From  rocks  and  fhoals  their  venturous  barks  to  fave,. 
And  lead  the  warrior  youth  with  helpful  care 
To  fcenes  of  combat,  and  the  rage  of  War, 

Behold  the  glorious  lifts,  the  famous  field, 
Where  oft  the  viclor  chief  has  learn'd  to  yield, 
Lifts  which  the  fharne  of  many  a  warrior  tell, 
Where  William  {tumbled,    aiid  where  Mars iu 

fell, 
Here  oft  has  fail'd  the  bold  adventurer's  foula 
And  flag'd  his  ardor  ere  he  reach'd  the  goal, 
This  was  the  fcene  of  Pompey's,  Pyrrhus'  fall* 
With  Crassus,  Mithridates,  Hannibal, 
The  bloody  veftige  of  their  lofs  remains 
A  dreadful  obje£t  on  the  crimfon'd  plains: 
Yet  in  thefe  fields  by  better  genius  taught, 
CffiSAR  and  Macedonia's.  Monarch  fought, 

Here 
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Here  triumph'd  Conde',    Villars,    brave  Tu- 


RENNE, 


QustavuSj  Maurice,  Luxemeurgh,  Eugene. 

O  valiant  youths,  by  their  exploits  infpir'd, 
Ditkuft  your  breads  with  flame  impetuous  fir'd. 
Few  of  the  daring  train  who  court  renown 
Receive  from' Victory's  hands  the  envied  crown, 
Some  new  attempt  the  conqueror's  wi(h  employs, 
And  one  fad  day  his  former  fame  deftroys : 
So  the  bold  chief  who  Ilium's  caufe  fuftain'd^ 
A-gainft  a  hundred  kings  the  war  maintain'd, 
Tydides  yields,  their  backs  the  Grecians  turn, 
Brave  Ajax  rages,  while  the  vefTels  burn, 
Patroclus  finks  beneath  his  weighty  blow, 
And  quits  Achilles'  armour  to  the  foe, 
But  check'd  at  once  in  conquefl's  bright  career, 
He  vanquilh'd  fails  beneath  the  Pelian  fpear. 

Such 
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Such  fate  alas!  attended  *  Charles's  fame, 
Nine  years  of  glory,  and  nine  years  of  Ihame. 

If  chiefs  like  thefe  in  combat  vers'd  have  found 
Their  honors  fade  as  fortune  fudden  frown'd, 
If  they  have  fall'n  from  fortune's  giddy  height, 
What  can  ye  hope  yet  novices  in  fight? — 
Scarce  wean'd  by  fierce  Bellona's  foftering  arms, 
Young  in  the  field,  and  new  to  War's  alarms. 

But,  fpite  of  fage  Inflruction's  prudent  force 
Like  fiery  fteeds  impatient  for  the  courfe, 
Ye  break  away  from  Reafon's  facred  rein, 
Ardent  to  tempt  the  dangers  of  the  plain. — 
Let  not  the  flattering  voice  of  foolifh  pride, 
Nor  felf  opinion's  breath  your  movements  guide, 
Examine  firft  your  breafl  with  ftri6teft  care, 
And  learn  what  talents,  and  what  ftiength  are  there, 

*  Charles  XII. 

Nor 
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Nor  take  the  ambitious  hopes  that  fire  your  heart, 
For  the  pure  flame  that  Genius'  rays  impart; 
In  vain  you  boaft  the  ftrength  of  thofe  who  wage 
The  fportive  fight  on  London's  barbarous  ftage, 
Baffling  the  foe  with  finews  never  tir'd, 
By  clowns  applauded,  and  by  fools  admir'd. 
Should  you  excel  the  giant  race  who  move 
The  impious  battle  'gainft  the  throne  of  Jove, 
Whofe  arms  to  fcale  Olympus'  fummit,  throw 
Proud  Ossa's  cliffs  on  Pelion's  craggy  brow; 
Should  you  with  this  the  dauntlefs  heart  combine 
Of  raging  Mars  when  thundering  armies  join; 
All  thefe  are  weak  the  applauding  Muse  to  gain, 
And  drength,  and  fize,  and  courage  all  are  vain. 

Much  more  Minerva  from  the  chief  requires 
Wifdom  mould  guide  his  bread  while   Courage 

fires,  1 

There 
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There  Valor  cool  with  temperate  Ardor  lies, — 
Swift  without  rafhnefs,  without  weaknefs  wife, 
His  prudent  care  fhould  o'er  his  troops  prefide, 
And  'mid  the  battle's  rage  their  efforts  guide, 
Check  rude  Diforder's  flight  with  eager  hand, 
And  aid  the  fainting,  or  the  o  er-number'd  band, 
With  watchful  art  before  their  want  prepare 
Each  needful  requifite  of  doubtful  War ; 
Oppofe  frelh  fchemes  to  every  new  alarm, 
And  only  yield  to  Fate's  fuperior  arm. 

Your  fenfes  quick,   your  judgment  clear  and 
juft, 
AS  from  yourfelf,  nor  aught  to  Fortune  truft, 
Refolve  in  council,  cautious,  timid,  flow, 
But  verge  to  ralhnefs  when  you  ftrike  the  blow, 
Nor  tempt  the  fight  for  caufes  flight  and  vain, 
Where  (laughter  reaps  the  harveft  of  the  plain. 

To 
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To  you  her  force  the  trufting  ftate  confides, 
Your  (kill  the  foldier's  generous  ardor  guides, 
Prompt  at  his  leader's  nod  to  arms  he  flies, 
And  marks  each  fignal  with  affiduous  eyes ; 
Give  but  the  word,  attentive  to  command 
Pours  on  the  embattled  foe  the  veteran  band ; 
So  the  fierce  Tiger  on  the  Lion  flies, 
While  purple  gore  his  tawny  bofom  dyes. 

Behold  the  field  by  morn's  fad  luftre,  fpread 
With  dreadful  heaps,  the  dying,  and  the  dead; 
Here  of  your  foes  the  crimfon  currents  glide, 
There  fwells  the  blood  of  friends  the  horrid  tide, 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  ground  your  warriors  laid  fupine, 
Remain  fad  viclims  on  Ambition's  (hrine, 
While  the  pale  mother,  and  the  weeping  bride 
Your  triumphs  mourn,    and  curfe  your  ruthlefs 
pride ; 
vol.  11,  Y  Rather 
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Rather  than  fuch  diftrefs  your  minds  mould  pleafe, 
Rather  than  mine  in  fatal  fpoils  like  thefe, 
Periih  of  Victory's  meed  the  tarnifh'd  crown ! 
By  frantic  paffion  gain'd,  not  true  renown. 
Say,  who  in  bleeding  trophies  would  appear, 
Or  boaft  a  glory  which  he  buys  fo  dear  ? 

No  !  with  parental  care  your  army  lead, 
Behold  with  grief  the  meaneft  foldier  bleed, 
They  love  their  leaders,  but  their  tyrants  hate, 
We  owe  their  lives  and  welfare  to  the  ftate. 
When  Mars  permits  be  each  attention  fhewn, 
And  fpare  their  blood  though  lavifh  of  your  own- 
But  when  by  various  wrongs  your  bofom's  fteel'd, 
Your  groaning  country  calling  to  the  field, 
And  'twixt  the  foe  and  you  the  uncertain  fcale 
Of  fight  muft  fhew  whole  fortune  fhall  prevail, 


Eager 
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Eager  for  War,  and  prodigal  of  blood, 
Loofe  all  their  ardor  like  a  nulling  flood, 
Then  fliall  they  fhew  that  valor  courts  applaufe, 
Nor  fears  to  perifli.in  a  glorious  caufe. 

The  chief,  whofe  bread  Bellona's  precepts 
fill, 
Ne'er  tempts  the  fight  repugnant  to  his  will, 
By  forefight  warn'd,  and  of  his  cohorts  fure, 
He  wards  each  offer'd  blow  with  arm  fecure, 
Soldier  ill  aclion,  though  a  Chief  in  care, 
Tie  ne'er  receives,  but  meets  the  {hock  of  War : 
Still  fmiling  fortune  hears  the  afiailant's  call, 
The  ponderous  ram  batters  the  oppofing  wall, 
Overthrows  with  dreadful  crulh  the  lofty  tower, 
And  gives  a  pafTage  to  the  invader's  power, 
While  with  faint  arms  within,  the  trembling  train 
The  falling  bulwarks  ftrive  to  guard  in  vain. 

Y  2  Always 
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Always  attack,  fo  fhall  Bellona  kind, 
Smile  on  your  banners  waving  to  the  wind, 
And  favoring  fortune  aid  the  daring  arms, 
Whofe  rapid  charge  the  expecting  foe  alarms. 
But  fhould  the  fickle  power  in  Prudence'  fpite 
Wing  to  the  adverfe  hofl  her  changing  flight, 
Meet  each  diflrefs  with  brow  unruffled  flill, 
And  every  frown  of  Fate  correcl  by  fkill, 
With  better  hopes  your  downcaft  legions  warm, 
And     Hand    unfhaken    'midft    the     threatening 

Harm-; 
For  as  the  duiky  fcenes  of  fable  night 
Shew  with  more  force  the  Stars  refulgent  light, 
So  'mid  misfortune's  gloom  with  tenfold  blazCj, 
Your  glorious  fame  fhall  dart  unnumber'd  rays, 
Courage  her  native  worth  with  pride  advance, 
And  glorious  Wifdom  triumph  over  Chance. 


If 
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If  Villars  faw  his  gallant  bands  retreat, 
Denain  o'erpaid  Malplaquet's  fad  defeat, 
One  happy  hour  may  years  of  lofs  repay, 
As  vanquifh'd  Villars  won  at  1  aft  the  day. 

The  fight  unnumber'd  different  forms  combine, 
When  in  the  plain  the  embattled  armies  join 
In  open  combat  'neath  their  leader's  eyes, 
Each  daring  hoft  it's  utmofl-  efforfs  tries  * 
While  the  high  cliffs,  or  brooks  that  flow  between. 
Of  lefs,  but  bloodier  conflicts  are  the  fcene, 
When  to  the  Chief  ftrong  polls  their  aid  afford, 
And  the  well-chofen  ground  affifts  the  fword. 

See  to  the  field  array 'd  in  warlike  pride, 
The  panting  troops  advance  on  either  fide, 
The  extending  front  increafes  as  they  go, 
This,  (inflant-form'd)  attacks  at  once  the  foe ; 

Y  3  The 
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The  rapid  fquadrcns  fwift  as  thought  engage, 
And  feek  the  hoftile  troops  who  fiiun  their  rage, 
sMid  the  thick  clouds  which  fmoak  and  dud  afford 
With  dreadful  luftre  gleams  the  murderous  fword; 
Slaughter  purfues  the  troops  by  fear  difmay'd, 
And  hoflile  carnage  dyes  each  reeking  blade ; 
Here  the  deferted  foot  (the  equeftrian  train 
Whofe  ardor  ilioulci  their  naked  flanks  fuftain, 

Forced  from  the  field  to  take  their  rapid  courfe,) 

Dread  of  the  approaching  foe  the  fatal  force, 
Unnumber'd  deaths  while  brazen  cannons  fhower, 
Onward  impetuous  moves  the  adverfe  power, 
The  bayonet  mines  with  dreadful  luftre  bright, 
Sudden  the  aftonifh'd  foe  prepares  for  flight, 
Now  frefh  battalions  rufhing  to  engage, 
Attack  his  fenceiefs  flanks  with  tenfold  rage, 
He  fears,  he  faints,  he  yields,  and  trembling  flies, 
While  human  blood  the  thirfty  herbage  dyes ; 

A 
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A  thoufand  murderous  tubes  with  dreadful  fire 
Pour  horrid  flaughter  as  his  ranks  retire, 
Each  runs  difpers'd  as  fortune  cafts  his  lot, 
His  poft,  his  colors,  and  his  chief  forgot. 
Ne'er  let  the  fears  of  fcatter'd  troops  repofe, 
Ne'er  build  a  golden  bridge  for  flying  foes, 
The  conquering  chief  refolv'd  no  time  to  lofe, 
The  fugitives  with  flacken'd  rein  purfues, 
The  bleft  occafion  grafps  with  eager  care, 
And  one  illuftrious  day  concludes  the  War. 

Eugene  near  Hockstet's  walls  where  Gallia's 
holt 
On  ground  unfit  Tallard  and  Marsin  poft, 
Pours  on  each  wing  the  battle's  furious  tides, 
Their  centre  pierces,  and  their  force  divides ;  . 
Difarm'd  and  vanquifh'd,  Gallia's  haughty  race, 
In  captive  crouds  the  vigor's  triumph  grace ; 

Y  a  No 
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No  more  their  troops  the  fcatter'd  foes  combine. 
But  fly  inglorious  to  the  diftant  Rhine. 
Thus  in  their  turn,  when  in  Almanza's  field, 
The  British  Lions  to  the  Lily  yield, 
The  gallant  Berwick,  fortunately  brave, 
Iberia's  throne  to  happy  Bourbon  gave. 

Now  other  fights  behold ! — on  yonder  brow 
That  frowns  tremendous  un  the  vales  below. 
Extended  fee  the  proud  battalions  ftand, 
Veil'd  in  impervious  clouds  of  duft  and  fand. 
Behold  the  foe  approach,  he  forms  his  lines, 
Full  in  his  front  the  powerful  phalanx  mines, 
Unfit  the  ground  the  charging  horfe  to  bear, 
The  rapid  cuiraffiers  poffefs  the  rear : 
The  Chief  advances  firft  with  careful  eye, 
To  mark  their  flation  and  their  force  defcry. 

The 
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The  fkilful  conducl  of  one  well-aim'd  blow 
May  give  him  conqueft,  and  deftroy  the  foe. 
Of  time,  and  place,  if  proper  ufe  he  makes, 
His  weaknefs  marks,  and  each  advantage  takes. 
His  daring  foot  advancing  on  the  right, 
Scale    'mid    the    cannon's    rage    the   mountains 

height, 
Attack'd,  confounded  in  their  ftrengthen'd  polt^ 
Scatter'd  and  vanquifh'd  flies  their  ruin'd  holt, 
The  Vi&or  profits  by  his  foes  difgrace, 
And  rufli  the  horfe  unwearied  to  the  chace. 
Thus  Frieurg's  day  would  Conde's  glory  raife. — ■ 
*  With  equal  courage,  and  with  equal  praife 
Thus  Saxe  before  his  grateful  monarch's  eyes^ 
Offering  of  foes  a  bloody  facrifice, 
Forced  the  confederate  bands  to  fudden  flight, 
And  placed  his  enfigns  on  their  mountains  height, 

*  At  the  battle  of  VaL 

Nought 
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Nought  flops  the  chief  whofe  arms  Bellona, 
guides 
If  in  his  Camp  the  foe  his  legions  hides, 
Fearing  again  to  meet  in  open  field 
The  force  that  taught  his  troops  o'er-match'd  td 

yield, 
If  faintly  brave,  and  wifely  circumfpe£l, 
He  makes  the  ftrengthen'd  poft  his  troops  proteifc, 

Still  will  the  hero  (fome  new   fcbeme  employ'd) 

Force  him  to  dare  the  light  he  would  avoid, 
By  various  fears  his  troubled  breaft  alarms, 
Turns  to  the  neighbouring  towns  his  threatening 

arms, 
Before  three  cities  now  at  once  appears, 
And  fills  their  failing  hearts  with  equal  fears, 
While  trembling  each  expects  the  impending  blow., 
Diftrefs  and  famine  wait  the  wafting -foe. 

Forced 
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Forced  to  the  piercing  calls  of  want  to  yield. 
And  dare  on  equal  terms  the  embattled  field : 
For  from  it's  dam  will  fooner  fly  the  fawn, 
And  quit  the  bread  from  whence  it's  life  is  drawn, 
Than  the  wife  chief  abandon  to  your  power 
The  towns  which  Plenty  on  his  legions  pour. 

When  of  your  march  the  fwiftnefs  to  avoid* 

The  fubtle  foe  has  rapid   ftreama  employ 'd, 

And.  thinks  their  waves  ihall  flop  your  deftin'd 

way, 
Reflect,  how  Hannibal  obtain'd  the  day; 
On  Rhone's  high  banks  while  Rome  oppofing 

flood, 
Feining,  he  elfewhere  fords  the  dangerous  flood, 
And  joining  artful  wiles  to  daring  force, 
The  Consul  mock'd  who  thought  to  check  his 

courfe. 

0 
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O  glorious  leader  of  my  rival's  caufe, 
*  Charles  !  from  a  foe  receive  thy  juft  applaufe, 
A  foe  from  envy  and  from  hatred  free, 
Who  pays  the  tribute  due  to  truth  and  thee : 
The  {welling  ftream  of  that  majeftic  tide, 
Whofe  waves  from  France  the  imperial  realms 

divide, 
And  on  it's  guarded  brink  the  embattled  band, 

In  vain  the  prugrefs  of  ihy  aims  withftand, 

Rhine,  troops,  and  threatening  danger,  all  in  vain 
Oppofe  the  march,  no  peril  flops  Lorrain. 
In  different  corps  the  foldiers  charge  the  foe, 
Strike  all  at  once  the  unexpected  blow, 
O'er  the  fwift  ftream  the  bridges  fudden  laid, 
Secure  thy  paffage,  and  thy  courage  aid, 
To  thy  alTailing  ardor  Gallia  yields, 
And  Austrian  legions  wafte  Alsatia's  fields. 

*  Prince  Charles  of  Lorrain. 

Say 
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Say  mall  the  fame  of  Tholus'  day  be  loll, 
When*LEWisforcedBATAviAssftrengthen'dpoft? 
Pafs'd  Rhine  thy  waves  with  matchlefs  courage 
o'er,  J 

And  fwimmingreach'd  fecure  theoppofingfhore  ?:4j j 
Such  are  the  deeds  that  Mars  delights  to  blefs, 
Where  courage  nobly  daring,  gives  fuccefs. 

But  if  to  folid  fame  your  bread  afpire, 

With  heavenly  Mercy  temper  Valor's  fire, 
The  braved  chief  that  graced  the  Roman  ftate, 
In  every  place  and  every  aciion  great, 
When  bow'd  the  world  to  his  triumphant  reign, 
Preferv'd  his  foes  on  fam'd  Pharsalia's  plain. 


At  Fontenoy  fee  f  Lewis,  generous  foe! 
Mild  in  fuccefs,  confole  the  captive's  woe, 


*  Lewis  XIV.  f  Lewis  XV. 

Tempering 


334  THE    ART    OF    WAR.     Book  VI. 

Tempering  with  God-like  mercy  martial  rage, 
His  generous  hands  the  prifoners  grief  aiTuage, 
They  bathe  with  grateful  tears  the  Vigor's  arms, 
His  valor  bends  them,  but  his  mercy  charms. 
To  War's  diffrefs  his  goodnefs  luftre  gives, 
A  Hero  conquers,  but  a  God  forgives. 

Purfue,    brave  youths,    the  illuftrious  chiefs  I 
fiiftgi 
So  fhall  exulting  fame  on  eagle's  wing,     - 
Chanting  with  cea'felefs  voice  each  deathlefs  riame^ 
To  diftant  regions  tell  your  horieft  fame. 
While  liftening  virtue  on  her  heavenly  throne, 
Of  heroes  proud,  Astr^ea  deigns  to  own, 
Fond  of  the  chiefs  on  whom  fair  Mercy  waits. 
Shall  ope  Eternity's  flupendous  gates ; 
There  iri  the  feats  for  Innocence  defign'd, 
Their  glorious  meed  the  martial  Virtues  find, 

There 
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There  fit  above  the  reft  the  truly  Great, 
Who  blefs  with  peaceful  arts  the  happy  ftate, 
With  laurels  deck'd,  and  mining  garments  here 
Good  Kings  and  virtuous  Magiflrates  appear, 
Conquerors  how  few,  but  every  Chief  who  draws 
His  fword  for  Juftice  and  his  Country's  caufe. 

O  fliould  you  one  day  take  this  generous  flight9 
And  fcale  of  Heaven  fublime  the  exalted  height, 
Think  of  the  Martial  Mufe,  wbofe  voice  fevere, 
To  fame  heroic  urg'd  the  bold  career, 
Temperd  with  precept,  by  example  fir'd, 
And  all  your  heart  witl\  Virtue's  charms  infpir'd. 


FINIS. 
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